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Mablbobouoh House, 

Pall Mall, S.W., 

August 9, 1869. 
Sm,— 

I AM directed by His Royal Highness the Prince 

of Wales to acknowledge with thanks the receipt of Mrs. 

Hanley's verses. 

I remain, Sir, 

Your Obedient Servant, 

Herbert Fisher. 



OSBOBNE, 

January 30, 1872. 

Sir Thomab Biddulph has received the commands 
of the Queen to thank Mrs. Hanley for sending her 
verses on the Prince of Wales, which Her Majesty has 
been graciously pleased to accept. 
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SAia)RINOHAM, 

King's Lynn, 

January 18, 1872. 

Mr. M. Holtmann has been directed by Her 
Royal Highness the Princess of Wales, to acknowledge 
the receipt of Mrs. I. Hanley's letter, enclosing some 
verses written with reference to the recent severe illness 
of His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales, and to assure 
her that Her Royal Highness fully appreciates the senti- 
ments which have inspired those lines. 



Buckingham Palacb, 

June 13, 1873. 

Sir Thomas Biddulph has received the Queen's 
commands to thank Mrs. Hanley for sending the lines 
which were enclosed in her letter of the 5th inst., which 
Her Majesty has been graciously pleased to accept. 



Darmstadt, 

June, 21, 1873. 

Dr. BecEer is commanded by Her Royal Highness 
the Princess Louis of Hesse, to acknowledge th6 receipt 
of Mrs. Hanley's letter of the 7th inst., and to express 
to her, Her Royal Highness's best thanks for the verses 
she sent her on the death of Prince Frederick, and for 
the kind expression of her sympathy. 
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1 SEND thee f ortii with hopeful heart, 

S o quickly speed thy way, 

A nd may I trust some word may prove 

B right with hope's cheering ray; 

E ncouraged may some weak one be, 

L ed by a simple line, — 

L ed to the never failing light 

A Friend, a Guide divine. 

H ere many a failing will be traced, 

A nd many a weakness seen. 

If o ocean of deep thought lies here, 

L ook for no flowing stream ; 

E xamine closely if you will, 

Y et kindly prize the rippling rilL 

O&AYESEND, Junef 1874. 
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AFFECTION'S OFFERINa 



^ntovdbn xrf Hts $0pl Higj^iuess t^t '^mu of 

TO THE ROYAL FAMILT OP ENGLAND. 



THEY watched him in anguish through long dreary 
days, 
That royal yet sorrowful band. 
And a solemn awe hung o'er that palace so fair. 
And a deep gloom pervaded our land. 

Like the knell of despair came the sad words, no hope, 

And the mournful news echoed afar; 
And in mansion and cottage the dread fear was felt 

Lest should fade in his prime, England's star! 

Almost breathlessly thousands press hiirriedly on 

Those few words to scan, weal, or woe. 
While up to the Father of mercy and love 

Earnest heartfelt petitions forth flow. 
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Far over the deep sea the tidings have spread, 

Even there causing gloom and dismay; 
In meek supplication do heathen forms bend, 

And for his deliverance pray. 

But the crisis has passed, and the bright star of hope 

Sheds its radiant beam through the doud; 
And visions of light and of happiness gleam 

Where we dreaded the pall and the shroud. 

Loyal hearts throb with gratitude, eyes beam with joy, 

And the cordial grasp of the hand, 
Speak in language far deeper than words can express 

How beloved is the Prince of our land! 

He has passed through the furnace, and he shall come forth 

As gold that is tried in the fire; 
Through the rest of life's journey we pray he may tread 

In the footsteps of his noble sire. 

God save him! God bless him! long, long may he live 

Over our beloved nation to reign. 
On earth sway the sceptre, on earth wear the crown, 

And in heaven a brighter obtain. 

We rejoice for our Sovereign, so worthy of love. 

Who has proved to our land such a blessing, 
In health and prosperity long may she live, 

True happiness ever possessing. 

We rejoice for his partner, her heart would have mourned 

Had the word of command been to sever; ■ 

God grant to them peace and long life here below, I 

And at last reunite them for ever. I 
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We rejoice and give thanks to our Father above, 

Who has listened to our supplication, 
And graciously answered our hearts' earnest cry 

By restoring the Prince of our nation. 

Though years may pass by yet his memory shall dwell 

With feelings of love and emotion; 
When death with his arrow had near laid him low, 

How British hearts proved their devotion! 






The bells were chiming merrily, 
For England's hope and pride 

Had brought to our beloved land 
His fair and lovely bride. 

And millions flock'd aroimd, to catch 
One glimpse of her youthful face; 

And the illustrious lady smiled on them 
With gentle, winmng grace. 

And Britain's sons and daughters prayed, 
A Father's hand would shower 

Rich blessings on the Royal home 
Of Denmark's fairest flower. 
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And as the people clustered round, 
And gazed on her with pride, 

From many hearts the prayer arose, 
" God bless the Royal Bride." 

Though months and years have glided by 

Since that eventful day. 
Yet still for our beloved Princess, 

True Britirii hearte wiU pray. 

Though she has suffered nights and days 

Of languishing and pain. 
We'll ask owe Father, in His love. 

To raise her up again. 

Qod spare her for her children's sake; 

May many years pass by 
Ere they may see, with aching hearts. 

Their gentle mother die. 

Qod spare her for her parents' sake; 

For they would grieve to part, 
And lose, in their declining years. 

The darling of their hearts. 

God spare her for a nation's sake; 

A nation's prayers, I ween. 
Will oft ascend, that God will bless 

Old England's future Queen. 

God spare her for her husband's sake; 

Bereft of her he'd mourn. 
For 'tis her presence casts bright gleams 

Of sunshine through his home. 
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God bless Victoria's Royal Son ; 

Long may he wear the crown, 
When England's Queen, so long beloved, 

Is called to lay it down. 

And, by-and-by, in yon bright world, 

May the Royal household meet. 
And worship with the heavenly host, 

Before the Saviour's feet. 

The crowns that there the ransomed wear 

Shall never, never fade; 
Death shall ne'er grasp them from their brow. 

To lay them in the grave. 

Once landed on yon blissful shore. 

They shall with Jesus^reign, 
And sing the wonders of His love — 

The Lamb for sinners slain. 



tariff Call^br* 

TO THEIR ROYAL HIGHNESSES THE PRINCE AND PRINCESS 

OF HESSE. 



LiTTLB Prince, we mourn thy fate, 
Yet we know that heaven's gate 

Opened to receive thee : 
Early thou wast called away 
To the realms of endless day ; 

Nothing there shall grieve thee. 
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Ere the world had cast its snare 
O'er thy spirit young and fair, 

Angels gently bore thee, 
Pure<and innocent as they, 
From this world of change away. 

Safely home to glory. 

Though thy palace home was fair. 
Every earthly pleasure there. 

Loving arms around thee : 
Fairer still thy home above, 
Deeper still a Saviour's love. 

Purer joys surround thee. 

Thorns and briars strew our way, 
We may oft be led astray : 

Thou art safe for ever ; 
We must face the final foe. 
Conquering and to conquer go : 

Thou hast crossed the river. 

Though thy merry prattling voice 
Ne'er shall cause hearts to rejoice, 

In this world of ours : 
Guarded by Almighty love, 
Thou shalt bloom in heaven above, 

With its choicest flowers. 

Happy child ! thrice happy thou, 
For the crown that decks thy brow 

Ever shall adorn thee ; 
From all earthly joys that fade. 
To pure bliss beyond the grave, 

Aiigel wings have borne thee. 
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Sorrowing hearts are left behind, 
Jesus Christ alone can bind 

.And heal the broken-hearted : 
BlessM thought ! there is a home, 
Mansions fair where we may roam, 
Never to be parted. 

Onward then, thou royal band. 
Onward to the throne where stand 

The shining-robed immortals ; 
See there thy child, hark to the strains 
That echo throng the blissful plains : 

I wait at heaven's portals ! 



« 

^ Mdcomt io ilgt ^nkt znh ^nc^gns of 

XARCH 7th, 1874. 



Chime again merrily, bells of old England, 
Welcome with joy our young prince and his bride, 
Pray we that heaven may smile on their union. 
May gladness and peace with them ever abide. 

Shed your sweet fragrance, ye Aowcts of En^and, 
Blossom in beauty, and gladden the scene ; 
Wreath your gay welcomes, and deck her fair palaces, 
God bless Prince Alfred, his Bride, and the Queen. 
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Join in the gladness, ye voices of England, 
Prove your allegiance, as oft ye have done ; 
Let the sound of rejoicing be heard in our cities, 
And give the fair bride a true, warm welcome home. 

Throb on right loyally, hearts of old England, 
For love is aJl powerful, and union is might ; 
Our nation shall prosper while this be our motto, 
Our Queen and our country, our God and our right. 

Oft in the past have ye proved your devotion. 
Oft have ye mourned with the noble and dear, 
Oft have ye waited, with breathless emotion. 
For some ray of comfort, for some word of cheer. 

Oft in the past have ye wept with the sorrowing, 
Now in their gladness ye also rejoice ; 
Cheerfully, lovingly join in the chorus 
To welcome our Prince and the Bride of his choice. 

Pray we for peace, for our family Royal, 
That the waves of life's ocean may evenly glide ; 
Join we with one voice, with true hearts and loyal, 
God bless our country, our Prince, and his Bride. 



aJJre ^mic jrf tjrje Wtct, 



I LOVE to stand and listen 
To the merry dashing waves ; 

I love to see them glisten, 
'Neath the sun's effulgent rays. 
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I love the pleasant mucdc 

Of the tiny rippling rill, 
Never weary of its wandering, 

Ever restless, never stilL 

I love to watch the waving 

Of the fields of golden grain, 
The sun in glory bathing . 

The mountain and the plain. 

I love the pleasant fragrance 

Of summer's radiant flowers, 
I love the gentle cadence 

Of the birds among the bowers. 

I love them each, I love them all. 

They cannot fail to please, 
But listen, and I'll tell you 

What I love far more than these. 

I love it, yes, I love it. 

For it makes my heart rejoice ; 
Come, listen and I'll tell you : 

*Tis the music of the voice. 

Borne softly on the calm, still air. 

Raising our thoughts on high. 
Until we almost catch the strains, 

The music of the sky. 

When trials crowd around our path. 

When earth looks dark and drear, 
Methinks the music of the voice 

Alone hath power to cheer. 
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When eyes with tears are filling, 
When hearts are bowed with grief, 

Deep sadness o*er them stealing — 
Say, what can give relief ? 

What with new gladness filling 
Can make the soul rejoice ? 

Say, what on earth so thrilling 
As the music of the voice ? 

We have stood beside some loved ones, 
We have watched their fleeting breath. 

Have wiped the cold, damp marble brow. 
And knew that it was death. 

When life had almost ebb*d away, 

In that last hour of trial. 
The music of the voice had power 

To win a parting smile. 

When we have crossed the river. 
And reached the shining shore, 

When sin and sorrow, pain and death, 
And sighing are no more. 

When all that glorious company 

In harmony rejoice, 
Oh then, how passing sweet will be 

The music of the voice ! 
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HER FLIGHT FROM PARIS, SepternbeTy 1870. 



She stood alone, no friends around 
To soothe her heart's deep woe, 

She whd had been a nation's pride, 
A few short weeks ago. 

No gleams of sunshine hovered o'er 

Her dark and cloudy way ; 
Forlorn, forsaken was her lot, 

And quenched hope's gentle ray. 

She who with brave heroic mind 

Had laboiired to the last, 
Who never wavered in her work, 

Though bitter was the task ; 

She who with lavish hand had showered 

Her favours far and wide, 
Must quit her much loved country with 

No loved one by her side. 

She who in times of dire distress 
Had shrunk from nought of ill ; 

Had fearless faced disease and death 
With firm and steady will ; 
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She who with loving hand had wiped 
The death damp from the brow, 

Who whispered gentle words of hope, 
Stands unprotected now. 

Alone ! oh, who can tell the depth 
Of that brief word of woe ? 

Those only who have felt its power 
Its bitter meaning know. 

In vain she looked for human aid, 
In her deep hour of need ; 

Deserted by her former friends. 
Her gentle heart must bleed. 

Her son, for whom she fondly dreamed 
Bright happy days in store, 

An e^ule from his home ; her lord 
A prisoner of war. 

No one to share her bitter grief. 

Or chase away her fear ; 
No one to comfort, none to drop 

The sympathetic tear. 

Oh, frail hiimanily ! too oft 
The vows that thou hast made 

Like summer's sunbeams vanish — 
Like sunmier flowers fade. 

But though all siunmer friends have fled 

In the distressing hour. 
Is there no stranger voice to cheer. 

When threatening tempests lower ? 
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Tes, one true British heart there is, 

With kind and ready hand, 
Who guides the Royal fugitive 

To our beloved Ismd. 

Then welcome, gentle lady, to 

This peaceful land of ours, 
Though not so gay her palaces, 

Nor yet so bright her flowers. 

Yet sympathetic hearts shall yield 

A perfume far more sweet 
Than all the fair exotic plants. 

Where brilliant glories meet. 

God bless thee, noble lady ! 

Gkxl bless thy youthful son ; 
God bless thy lord, and grant him strength 

To say, " God's will be done." 

Remembering that, though earthly hopes 

And earthly crowns must fade. 
There is a crown more glorious far 

In the land beyond the grave. 



** For now we see through a glass, darkly ; but then face to face.' 
-1 Coiinthiaiis xiii. 12. 



Oh yes, it is dark and mysterious here, 
God's providence puzzles us strangely below, 
\Miile things to our vision so gloomy appear. 
Our hearts ask the question, why, why is it so ? 
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The good and the useful are snatched from our view, 
Though the harvest is plenteous, the labourers few, 
Yet the grim monster Death, with all powerful sway. 
Lists not to our pleadings but bears them away. 

On the verge of the tomb many tottering stand, 
Awaiting the call to the strange spirit l^^d ; 
The years of their life have been three score and ten. 
The time that is here allotted to men. 

But the arrow flies by them, and speeds on its way. 
And quickly lays low those we fain would have stay ; 
And though we must yield to the conquering foe. 
Yet sadly we whisper, why, why is it so ? 

But faith sweetly points far above the dark cloud, 
The cold, dreary tomb, the encircling shroud. 
It pierces the gloom, it illumines the way. 
It drives back the darkness and ushers in day. 

It points to the land where no storms shall arise. 
No sorrow o'erwhelm us, no tears dim the eyes. 
Where those who here mingled their voices in praise 
A far sweeter anthem in Heaven shall raise. 

And may we not hope, from the numerous band 
That stood round the grave on that sorrowful day, 
Some hearts may be led to prepare for that land 
Where no ties are riven, or friends pass away ? 

Oh, God of all mercy, let some ray of light 
'Cheer the widow's sad heart in this hour of night ; 
Through life may she ever abide in Thy love. 
And rejoice in the thought of reimion above. 
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Tbe way tbat our Father haih kd us througli hen, 
May €mdj and dark and wjatenooB appear ; 
Bat when we at last the reward hare obtainedy 
The mywterj aU ahaU be sweetly explamed. 



J^tUt. 



WBIITEV <m THE BEBIOBATIOS OF PSACB BKTWBBV 
FRAXCE AVD GKBJLiVT. 



Loso wished for treasure, thoo star of the skies, 
Orer hearts weary, witli heating arise ; 

Banish, oh banish tiie demon of war. 
Pearl of priee predous, return to eadi shore. 

Let not the nations in malice and strife 
Hastein their fmy to take life for life : 

Why should our besuitiful worid wreak with Mood 
Formed by the hand of a peace-loving Qod ? 

Wlqr should the or^dbana^ sad desolate ay. 
Mingled with blood, ascend up to the sk^. 

And heart-broken widows in lonetineas crave 
The home of the weary, the rest of the grave I 

What tears of anguish ! what d ee p-s ea ted woe ! 

What homes desolated by war's erod Mow ! 
What fears for the future ! what dreams of the past ! 

What deep spirit wailing^ < — how long wiO it last? 
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The beautiful fruits of the earth are destroyed^ 
The land lies uncultured and barren and void, 

And fields that would smile with the bright golden grain 
Are deluged with blood and strewn over with slain. 

The cries of the wounded are heard all around. 
The groans of the dying,— oh terrible sound ! 

No loved form bends o'er them with tear moistened eye 
To hear their last whisper or catch their last sigh. 

Oh, war, thou destroyer, when, when shall it be 
The nations shall mingle in sweet harmony ? 

Oh, long wished for treasure, thou star of the skies, 
Over every coimtry and kingdom arise. 

Oh God of the nations, from Thy lofty throne 
Hear thou the sad cry of the desolate ones ; 

Let love ever conquer, let battles be o'er : 

Oh scatter the men that take pleasure in war. 

Return then, oh sword, to thy scabbard again, 
There quietly rest and there ever remain ; 

Let the thundering roar of the cannon now cease. 
And every land echo the joyful sound Peace. 



jof u St^ti* 



Oh, what would this world be with no love to brighten ? 

Methinks like a desert all barren and drear. 
With no loved one near us, earth's sorrows to lighten. 

Our sadness to chase or our spirits to cheer. 
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Let the heart pine in solitude, lone and forsaken. 
And crushed with the thought it will breathe out a sigh, 

Oh, if in some fond breast no lore I may waken, 
It were better for me *neath the green sod to lie. 

The flowers may bloom in their beauty and freshness, 

Unfolding their many bright colours to view. 
Their leaves gently spreading, their sweet fragrance shed- 
ding, 

And sparkling like gems with their bright drops of dew. 
Yet many, beholding their glories imf olding, 

Will turn from them with a disconsolate sigh: 
What is the world to them with no love to woo them ? 

'Tis nought but a desert all barren and dry. 

The brook gently murmuring its sweet pleasant music, 

The dash of the waves as they playfully roll, 
The lark sweetly singing, its upward flight winging, 

Awaken no deep thrill of joy in their souL 
We may traverse the lanes of our beautiful country. 

Where the hedgerows are fragrant with hawthorn and 
may, 
The fields may be smiling, their beauty beguiling, 

Tet hearts will be sad without love's gentle ray. 

We may traverse the streets of our towns and our cities, 

And thoughtlessly pass many himdred souls by 
Not caring or knowing or even bestowing 

Upon them so much as a glance of the eye. 
But we meet some loved form, and oiir hearts thrill with 
gladness, 

The air feels more balmy, the sky looks more blue, 
The lark sings more sweetly, and gaily, and blithely. 

And even the flowers wear a more brilliant hue. 

1 
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We may cross the deep sea, and our bark may be gliding 

Still farther, and farther from England's loved shore, 
But firm in our bosom some deep love abiding 

May solace our spirits the wide world o'er. 
Though many may talk of their glory and greatness, 

And boast of the pleasures their wealth can impart, 
Yet who would not covet that far richer blessing, 

That one priceless treasure, " The wealth of a heoH " / 



"gau of i^t " milt hi iaftw." 



'TWAS the still hour of night, and the deep sea was calm, 
No storm cloud arose, and no thought of alarm 

Stirred the breast of the mariners brave; 
But calmly they slept, 'neath the star-spangled dome, 
And dreamed of the loved ones in their distant home. 

While gently rocked on the blue waves. 

But hark ! in a moment, 'midst death and despair, 
What cries of deep anguish are borne on the air, 

As quickly from sleep they emerge ! 
And they sink one by one 'neath the pitiless wave, 
The:blue sky is their pall, and the ocean their grave, 

And the wind's sigh their funeral dirge. 

Then those who are saved gaze in anguish around, 
Vainly seeking for friends who are not to be found, 
Whom the deep sea hath hidden at wilL 
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Tet it leaveth no trace of its havoc and spoil, 
But at Uieir deep sorrow it seemeth to smile, 
For its waves lie unruffled and stilL 

Then the agonized cry is heard piercing and wild, — 
My faliier, my mother, my wife, or my child ! 

But the piteous cry is in vain. 
While speechless with sorrow some kneel'in despair, 
Their streaming eyes raised as if breathing a prayer 

For those they will ne'er meet again. 

Oh, merciless sea, we must bow to thy sway: 

How boundless tiiy treasures, how countless thy prey. 

How wide thy dominion extends ! 
How greedy at all times thou art to devour. 
How ready to swallow up every hour 

Our treasures, our wealth, and our friends ! 

Yet boast not : thy waves and thy billows may roll. 
Bat they have no ix>wer to encompass the soul. 

For that shall escape to the skies. 
The body will sleep in thy caverns a time. 
And then be transported to that blissful clime 

Where tears are wiped from all eyes. 

Oh, home of the weary ! oh, beautiful calm ! 
How welcome thy rest^ how secure from alarm. 

From danger and sorrow set free. 
For all shall dwell safely on thy peaceful shore, ^' 
Ko waves shall dash wildly and no billows roar. 

Or ruffle thy pure crystal sea. 
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Never despair, though thy path is rugged, rough and 

thorny, 
Though the clouds above thy head look dismal, black and 

stormy: 
Smiles and tears must be our lot while on earth we tarry. 
Sometimes on the mountain-top, sometimes in the yalley. 
Courage, patience, never despair, be not sad and weary. 
Soon the clouds will pass away, and the sun shall cheer 

thee. 

Never despair, though blighted hopes fill thy heart with 
sadness. 

Think not life has lost its charm and the world its glad- 
ness. 

One by one the stars may fade, darkness close around 
thee. 

But with cheering light arrayed they shall soon surround 
thee: 

Courage, patience, never despair, still hope on, hope ever, 

Flowers will bloom as fresh and fair as those that are gone 
for ever. 

Never despair, though friends uiay prove fickle, false and 

careless. 
Think not every heart is cold, and the world all cheerless. 
Friends there are of sterling worth, friends so good and 

noble. 
Friends who gladden many a hearth, and lighten many a 

trouble: 
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Courage, patience, never despair, trust a little longer, 
Though some hearts may prove untrue, friendship's bond 
is stronger. 

Never despair, though you may love a maiden fair and 

smiling. 
Pure and virtuous her heart, her beauty so beguiling. 
And you tremble for her hand lest another claun it, 
While with beating heart you stand half afraid to name it: 
Courage, patience for awhile, your reward may be her 

smile. 
Often love begets again in another's breast the flame. 

Never despair, though adverse winds rudely rage around 

thee. 
Though each day they fiercer grow, trials thick surround 

thee: 
Calm always succeeds a storm, simshine after showers : 
In the future there may be for thee blissful hours: 
Courage, patience, never despair, see hope's bright star 

peering. 
Through the clouds the sun's rays peep, and the sky is 

clearing. 

Never despair, though loved ones pass from a world of 

sadness 
To a land of light and love, beauty, joy and gladness ; 
Treasure up their dying smile as their parting spirit 
Passed away to reahns of day, endless bliss to inherit : 
Courage, patience, never despair, set the prize before thee. 
And with those on earth so dear thou shalt reign in glory. 

Never despair, though every day doubts and fears oppress 

thee, 
Though temptations strew the way, and thy follies vex thee. 
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Dost thou daily, hourly, ask aid to make thee stronger ? 
Courage, patience, persevere, thou shalt surely conquer: 
Coiu^e, patience, faith and hope, all combined together, 
These rfiall bear tiiee safely o'er life's tempestuous river. 



HJ^milg gattjcjelr tj^je Sivivibtvim%, 



Mebbily danced the sunbeams over the vales and hills. 
Pleasantly sounded the music of the sparkling, rippling 

rills. 
Joyfully leaped the fountains, shining like jewels rare, 
Softly the gentle breeze fanned the brow of a lady fair. 

Solemnly in the distance sounded the funeral bell. 
Mournfully beat her young heart to the sad, the gloomy 

knell. 
Slowly, with trembling footsteps, and throbbing, heaving 

breast, 
She sought the spot where her beloved had just been laid 

to rest. 

Swiftly as in a moment her memory recalled 

Bright visions of the blissful past deep in her bosom 

stored. 
When he, so noble, so beloved, was looked upon with pride, 
And, sanctioned by her haughty friends, had sought her 

for his bride. 



,> 
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Beverses came, and he who had been blest with wealth 

and fame 
Had nothing left to call his own, nought but his noble 

name, 
And then with haughty cold disdain, and proud contempt 

and scorn. 
They bade him think no more of her who was a lady bom. 

They told the maiden 'twas in love, they sought her good 

alone. 
For she, their idol child, was fit to grace a queenly home ; 
She, reared in luxury and wealth, her hand by many sought. 
Oh, no, not for a moment could they harbour such a 

thought ! 

Then death the cruel reaper bore her loved one to the 

tomb, 
And her young life was clouded o*er, her spirit filled with 

gloom. 
And ere they laid hun down to rest friends gave the stem 

command 
That she should give without delay to whom they chose 

her hand. 



They heeded not the maiden's tears, but sternly bade her 

wed 
Him they had chose, or she would bring down cuvses on 

her head. 
What though they knew his heart was hard, ungenerous 

and cold, 
Were not his acres far outspread, his coffers stored with 

gold? 
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What though their gentle, timid child might shrink from 

him in fear, 
Before the eyes of fashion she would like a queen appear ; 
And they would sacrifice her peace for gold and lands and 

fame, 
And choose for her, their only child, a proud and lofty name. 

They told her that her tears were yain, for him she loved 
had gone, 

And bade her wed whom they desired upon the coming 
mom. 

And so the maiden feared the light and prayed her lot 
might be 

; » To rest with him she loved so well beneath the church- 

yard trea 

Softly fell the moonbeams over the vales and hills. 
Pleasantly soimded the music of the sparkling rippling 

rills. 
Blithely the birds* sweet warblings were borne on the 

still night air. 
Softly the gentle dew fell on the brow of a lady fair. 

Sweetly she slept by the graveside where her beloved one 

lay. 
Peacefully resting her young head on a stone that was 

old and grey ; 
Hovering angels bent o*er her, clad in their robes of white, 
Ready to bear her spirit safe to the realms of light. 

Softly the morning sunlight streamed in a gorgeous room. 
And everywhere bright jewels rare by liberal hands were 
strewn. 
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Proudly they sought the maiden, but hushed their very 

breath. 
For instead of arrayed in her bridal robes she was sleeping 

the sleep of death. 



S^gtsik ^mMs ia i^t ^xitlt 9m%, 



Speak kindly to the little ones 

That cluster round your hearth, 
Join sometimes in their childish glee, 

And in their joyous mirth ; 
Teach them to prize a parent's love, 

That, when they have to roam. 
Their hearts may ever love to dwell 

Upon their childhood's home. 

Speak kindly to the little ones. 

Tell them where you have been. 
And of the many varied scenes 

That you have often seen. 
See how their eyes will sparkle 

And light up with childish glee, 
As you talk to them of foreign lands. 

Or of the mighty sea ! 

Speak kindly to the little ones : 

If you would be entwined 
Still closer in theii* young hearts' love. 

Be gentle and be kind. 
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A parent's love may shield them from 
The world's alluring smiles, 

And save them in. the trying hour 
Of Satan's tempting wiles. 



Speak kindly to the little ones ! 

Who knows, but they may be 
Ere long laid 'neath the dewy sod, 

Under some spreading tree ; 
The sparkling eyes for ever closed. 

Of which you now are proud. 
The childish form, so active now, 
4 Encircled in a shroud. 

If spared, they soon must battle with 

This changmg world of ours. 
Where the sunbeams quickly vanish. 

And the tempest often lowers. 
Oh ! then, how sweet to have them dwell 

On childhood's happy days 
With a thrill of love and gratitude, 

And a joyous song of praise ! 



^aU^ooVB grjeam* 



" My son, what are you dreaming now ? 
Deep thought is written on your fair brow. 

t Again, and again I have called your name, 

fcj But my words fall unheeded, 'tis all in vain. 

J! What scheme does your active mind employ ? 

" Tell me your secret, my darling boy." 
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" Mother, 'tis not by the moiintam*8 fltream. 
Whose waters run clear and so 1t»ightly gleam ; 
Nor yet by the peaceful rippUng rUl, 
Makmg sweet music down moimtain and hill. 
But out on the deep and wild blue sea, — 
There, dear mother, I long to be.*' 

" My boy, I have stood by your cradle bed. 
And tears of sorrow have o'er you shed. 
In agony watched your fevmsh sleep, 
And my nightly vigil alone did keep ; 
And at the first rosy flush of dawn. 
Untiring watched by your much loved form." 

" Mother, dear mother, I never will be 
Forgetful of all you have done for me — 
Your tender love, your watchful care ; 
Tour morning and your evening prayer 
Shall be my shield when you are far, — 
My beacon and my guiding star." 

" My boy, you are young and have no fear, 

But how will you feel when the clouds appear, — 

With no friend near you, no hand to save i 

What if you should sink 'neath the ocean wave ? 

Oh, what would your mother's anguish be 

To know that your grave was the deep, deep sea ? " 

" Mother, my brain seems all on fire. 

And my heart beats wildly with strong desire ; 

And I wish I had pinions fleet and free 

To bear me away to the wild blue sea. 

Its wonders I'd search, and its depths explore 

From sea to sea and from shore to shore. 
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" I would watch the heaving billows rise, 
Almost kissing the clouds of the angry skies ; 
I would watch them gathering far away, 
Roll nearer and nearer with snowy spray ; 
I would watch them sink as a babe to rest 
In its mother's arms, on its mother's breast." 

" My boy, your spirit would take its flight, 
As the eagle who soars to its dizzy height. 
Secure in the rocks it is safe from all : 
But remember that you may soar to fall. 
Tour heart may fail you when danger is near ; 
You may sigh for the home you now hold so dear." 

" Mother, oh think not your boy unkind, 

For your image close to my hesurt I'll bind ; 

For though o'er the wide blue sea I may roam, 

My heart's best affections shall twine round my home. 

I will still be as ever your hope and joy. 

And you shall be proud of your sailor boy. 

" Mother, I'd be where no land is seen, 

No waving trees and no leaf of green ; 

Where no hurry or bustle or noise is heard, 

But only the scream of the wild sea bird ; 

Where nought but the sea and yon heavenly dome 

Are seen as far as the eye can roam. 

"I long to gaze on the coral rocks. 

And on islands formed by the earthquake's shock ; 

I would cross Arabia's burning sand ; 

By Niagara's falls I fain would stand ; 

I would gaze on the tropics' ruddy glow, 

And mountains of perpetual snow." 
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" Then go, my beloved, my darling boy. 
My heart's chief treasure, my hope, my joy. 
You may yet return my heart to cheer. 
And gild with bright sunshine my latest years ; 
If not, you are in my Father's hsuid. 
And we shall meet in the better land." 



S>it Mnnititt's ^ttutn. 



I WANDERED by the sea side, 

An exile from my home. 
I thought not of my Father's love. 

For my he2u*t was hard as stone. 

I saw the waves come daaliing jn 

With unresistless sway, 
I saw the seething crest and foam. 

Yet turned unmoved away. 

I saw the vivid lightning flash, 

I heard the thunder roll ; 
And yet no thought of God's great jwwer 

O'erwhelmed my guilty soul. 

I crossed the ocean's wide expanse. 

The mighty trackless deep, 
I saw the angry surges roll, 

I saw the billows leap. 
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I saw the rocks menacing stand, 

I saw the frowning sky ; 
The noble ship leaped madly on, 

Danger and death seemed nigh. 

I looked again, and all was calm, 
Nor ripple stirred the wave ; 

And still no song of praise went up 
To Him whose power did save. 

I thought not of His wondrous power 
Whom winds and seas obey ; 

But looked upon it all unmoved, 
And thankless turned away. 

I knew it was no human aid 
That saved us in that hour ; 

And yet I felt no grateful sense 
Of God's protecting power. 

I climbed the icy mountain top ; 

I cross'd the burning sand ; 
And yet I never traced in these 

God's wonder-working hand. 

I stood beside the burning moimt. 
And watched with eager gaze. 

Yet thought not of " Jehovah's " power. 
Nor of His wondrous ways. 

I lingered near, and saw again 
The burning lava thrown ; 

And yet I turned away unmoved, 
For my heart was hard as stone. 






^ stood beri^ »r. 
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And then a strain of miisic sweet 

Fell on n^y listening ear, 
And down my sunburnt cheek there fell 

The penitential tear. 

" Return, wanderer, to thy home," — 
These were the words I heard : 

I felt that I had wandered long. 
And my proud heart was stirred. 

I heard my Saviour's gentle voice 

Say to me o'er and o'er, 
" Return, wanderer, to thy home, 

Indulge in sin no more." 

I listened yet again, and oh ! 

The gracious words He spoke 
Moved me to penitence and tears. 

And my hard heart was broke. . 

I listened still, and, like a strain 

Of music to my soul, 
There came a wlusper, " It is I 

That make the wounded whole." 

And then over my spirit came 

A calm and heavenly joy. 
Nor can the powers of earth and hell 

That holy calm destroy. 

And now o'er all the earth abroad 
I see God's wondrous love ; 

And everywhere I hear His voice, 
Aroimd, beneath, above. 
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I hear it in the gentle breeze, 

And in the birds' sweet song ; 
And in the music of the stream 

That winds the hills among. 

I hear it in the dashing waves, 

And in the thunder's roar, 
And in the quiet, peaceful calm 

When the ragmg storm is o'er. 

I hear it in the Sabbath chimes, 

That tells the hour of prayer, 
And when I reach His hallowed courts 

I hear it sweetly there. 

And now in every twinkling star 

I see His goodness shine. 
And in yon spangled arch of blue 

I trace His hand divine. 

I see it in the golden grain, 

And flowers of every hue ; 
I see it in the waving trees. 

And drops of crystal dew ; 

I see it in the morning light, 

And in the evening shade ; 
And everywhere I turn my eyes, 

I see His love displayed. 

And, by-and-by, in yon bright world. 

Where all U is glories shme, 
I'll tune with joy my harp of gold. 

And sing His love divine. 
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^iilUfi'^o'b* 



Th6 happy days of childhood, 

How free from every care ! 
This world is full of joy to them, 

And all looks bright and fair. 
What though the little breast may heave, 

And though the tears may start, 
Ere long the smile returns again. 

And gladness fills the heart. 

The joyous laugh of childhood, 

The merry, merry peal ! 
It falls like music on the ear. 

Some sorrow for to heal. 
And when with grief we are bowed down, 

And when the heart is sad, 
The joyous laugh of childhood 

Can cheer^and make us glad. 

The dimpled hand of childhood 

Has healing in its touch, 
And oft revives the drooping heart 

When burdened over much : 
As one by one the crystal drops 

Oft down the cheek will stray. 
The dimpled hand of childhood 

Will wipe those tears away. 
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The loving kiss of childhood ! — 

Many have felt its power 
To raise their drooping spirits, 

And cheer their darkest hour ; 
And when the little lips are pressed 

So lovingly to ours, 
'Tis sweeter than the perfume 

Of nature's choicest flowers. 

Methinks 'twould be a joyless world 

Were there no infant forms, 
No merry, childish voices 

To cheer our hearts and homes. 
For as again and yet again 

We press the tiny form. 
We feel that without them 

Our hearts would be forlorn. 

The guileless heart of childhood 

Pattern to us should be 
Of innocence and trusting love 

And sweet simplicity : 
For all who seek a fitness 

For yon heavenly land so fair 
Must become as little children 

Ere they can enter there. 

And when the much loved treasure 

Is laid beneath the sod, 
How oft it leads the sorrowing 

To put their trust in God ; 
To feel an all-wise Father 

Hath dealt the blow in love. 
To wean them from earth's fleeting joys 

To purer joys above. 
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Hard to win, you say : ah well ! 

I grant it may be so, 
For when you dared to urge your suit, 

The prompt reply was No ! 

With flashing eye and crimson cheek 

She quickly turned away, 
Fearful the hidden fount of love 

Too soon she should betray. 

She would not have it said that she 

Was easy to be won ; 
No, rather far would she still tread 

The path of life alone. 

Often and often you decide 

To tell her all your mind ; 
But though your heart is full of love. 

Your lips are sealed, you find. 

And yet you sometimes love to think 

Tou catch a tender glance, 
A winning look, a gentle smile, 

Bestowed on you askance. 

Many may gather round your path. 
Whose smiles are easy won ; 

For them you care not, your heart's love 
Is centred but in one. 
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She trifles with your love, you say : 

She trifles but to know 
Whether 'tis on the surface, or 

A deep pure spring below. 

Down in her inmost heart there lies 

A fountain of deep love ; 
Which, when 'tis won, nor time, nor change. 

And nought on earth shall move. 

Then be not daunted, persevere, 

And firmly take your stand ; 
I promise you shall have her heart, 

If you but win her hand. 

For she would scorn to give the one 

Without the other too ; 
Her love is worth possessing, though 

I grant 'tis hard to woo. 

And when you claim her as your bride. 

Safely your home within. 
You never shall regret your choice, 

Though she was hard to win. 



9fit Wiatlii, 



Sowing, sowing, on the world goes, 
Patiently watching the seed that she sows ; 
TQl nature so lavish her glories unfold, 
And the good and the evil her bounties behold. 
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Toiling, toiling, on the world goes, 

Though clouds gather round, and the blast rudely blows ; 
Untiring she plods on through sunshine and shade, 
Anon robed in gladness, then sadly arrayed. 

Mourning, mourning, on the world goes. 

Weary the day's dawn and joyless its close, 

Anxiously watching for some ray of light 

To shine through the gloom in the darkness of night. 

Sighing, sighing, on the world goes, 

Sighing for calm in the midst of life's woes, — 

Sighing and longing and panting for rest, 

Wliich can only be found in the realms of the blest. 

Fighting, battling, on the world goes. 
Wrestling with bitter and numberless foes ; 
Satan, the world, and temptations assail, 
Oh, be on yoiir watch-tower or they will prevail. 

Hoping, hoping, on the world goes. 

Sometimes impatient, then ca^ in repose ; 

Till dreams of long years disappear at a bound, 

And bright hopes are blighted and dashed to the ground. 

Weeping, weeping, on the world goes. 

Every heart its own bitterness knows ; 

Its anguish is often to loved ones unknown : 

Then who can detect it ? " Omniscience " alone. 

'Tis He overruleth and guideth our way, 
'Tis He wisely schooleth, and we must obey ; 
Confiding as children we always should be, 
Abiding for ever, our Father, in thee. 



I 
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Dying, dying, on the world goes, 
For the cold, dreary tomb oft our loved ones enclose ; 
Sometimes leaving a wound which will sadly abide 
Till the stem reaper Death lays us down by their side. 

Onward, onward, still the world goes. 

Every day brings it nearer its close : 

Oh ! for a title to mansions above ! 

How welcome the rest in the haven of love ! 

There toiling, and wrestling, and mourning are o'er, 
And weeping and sighing are heard never more ; 
All sweetly confiding, none longing to roam, 
In safety abiding, — oh beautiful home ! 



^yxxmvinxtQ% in tl^je Wiiliimit%%, 



'TWAS in a desert place, in days of old, 
Two lads stood musing, fair to behold; 
With hands together clasped and eyes upraised, 
At length they spoke on God's mysterious ways. 

" Our God is great, of matchless power," said one, 
''Earth is His footstool, and high heaven His throne; 
Before His presence saints and angels bow. 
And none dare say to Him, * What doest Thou ? ' 



I f »» 



" True," said the other, with a trembling voice, 
" And in His sovereign power thou canst rejoice. 
While at the thought with trembling awe I bow. 
Faith, like a halo, gathers o'er thy brow. 
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** I cannot look around without a sigh : 
Our flocks and herds ere long must surely die, 
And we, no cooling draught to quench our thirst> 
Must) ere long, mingle with our mother earth." 

** True," said the other, " be it even so. 

There is a land wh^re living waters flow, 

And well thou knowest, when we reach that short;. 

That we shall hunger there and thirst no more. 

*' What thou^ we languish here and pine away. 
Yet haste we to the realms of endless day; 
We know whate'er our Father wills is b^t^ 
And all who trust Him surely shall be blest." 

" Oh, would," replied the other, " I might be 
Blest with tiiat faith that richly dwells in thee ! 
Thy happy spirit soars above all care, 
While I too oft^i sink into despair." 

Meekly he answered, " I would leave it all 
To Him who guards His creatures, great or small: 
Doth not His wisdom wing the birds along ? 
And did not He create their pleasant song ? 

" Surely, if these are creatures of His care. 
If every living thing His bounties share, 
He will not fail to send us timely aid, — 
Then why so unbelieving and afraid ? " 

Then, for awhUe, silence reigned around. 
And soon a step came slowly o'er the ground, 
And nearing them a man, with anxious brow. 
Said to the younger lad, " What doast thou ? 
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^ I have been seeking thee both far and near/ 
The boy looked up, then dashed away a tear. 
The other, answering for him, meekly said, 
** I fain would teach him wh^e to look for aid." 

The father answered, ** Boy, I have no faith 
In Him thou callest God of boundless grace : 
If He is all compassion and all love. 
Should not our wretched state His pity move ? " 

Passing his fingers through his clustering hair, 
Throwing the rich mass from his forehead fair, 
The boy looked up to heaven and sweetly said, 
** Our Father doth not fail to give us br^ul, 

" But every morning fresh supplies doth send, — 
How canst thou call Him other than a friend ? 
Look back on days gone by, and canst thou say 
He hath not guarded us and cheered our way ? 

" If we but trust Him He will be our guide; 
If we forsake TTim He His face will hide: 
Then let His mercies past thy soul sustain. 
Nor doubt Jehovah's power and love again. 

*' Did not ELis arm proud Pharaoh's host o'erthrow, 
Subdue his power, and lay the tyrant low ? 
And doth not He His chosen people lead ? 
Is He not mighty who our cause doth plead ? 

" Is He not with us in a cloud by day. 
By night a fire, to guide us on our way ? 
And knowing this, canst thou BKs love deny ? 
I could not doubt Him, I would rather die." 
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" Boy, thou art right/' the stem-browed man replied^ 
Gk)d for His people surely will provide: 
Henceforth my soul shall doubt His love no more; 
Like thee I'll trust Him, and like thee adore." 



Near by, a mother, with her infant child, 
Gazed all around in anguish deep and wild, 
Folding it in her arms to calm its fears, 
She wet its tiny lips with briny tears; 

Clasped it yet closer to her throbbing breast, 

As if to shield it from the monster death; 

Then looking up to Moses, with a sigh. 

Whispered, " Why bring us here to droop and die ? " 

The holy man, with anxious, troubled brow, 
Looked sadly on the mourning one below, 
Then calmly said, " Daughter, dost thou repine ? 
Canst thou not still trust in thy God and mine ? " 

" My lord," she answered, " I am very weak, 
Unless fresh strength I every moment seek; 
And though I know well where to look for aid, 
Yet I am trembling, cast down and afraid." 

Then Moses' spirit was within him stirred. 
For murmuring voices all around were heard ; 
Then looking up to heaven, his hands he spread. 
And cried unto the Lord, and meekly said, — 

" Great God, exalted high on yonder throne. 
Thy might and power and majesty I own; 
Upon Thy promise I would fain rely, 
Oh, send us help, nor let Thy people die. 
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" They are rebellious, and hard thoughts of Thee 
Spring up, and they be ready to stone me: 
Wherefore I cry to Thee in my distress, 
Oh, save Thy children in the wilderness." 

" Go on before My people," saith the Lord, 
" Go in My strength, and trusting in My word; 
Take thou thy rod and to Mount Horeb go. 
Smite thou the rock, the waters then shall flow." 

The rock was smitten, and a crystal stream 
Flowed forth, awakening a gladsome theme. 
Water ! the joyful sound echoes afar. 
While in each breast arises hope's bright star. 

With a sweet smile upon his youthful face. 
The boy, so fuU of confidence and faith. 
Sees its reward in the fresh flowing spring, 
While from his joyful lips glad anthems ring. 

With eager, trembling haste, the mother kneels. 
And on her infant's brow a sweet kiss seals, 
Watches the flowing stream in mute surprise, 
Then lifts, in praise to heaven, her streaming eyes. 

The murmurers, too, come trembling, half afraid. 
Though parched with thirst, the cooling draught to lade. 
And feel as though they scarce had right to dare 
Drink of the stream so freely flowing there. 

Tet, precious truth! that pure and crystal tide 
Was free to all, not e'en to one denied; 
For every thirsty soul was welcome there. 
None need draw back or sink into despair. 
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Oh, beauteous emblem of a Sayiour's grace, 

Which, like a river, flows to Adam's race. 

Whose streams so plenteous reach from diore to shore, 

Where all may freely drink and thirst no more. 



Wotat, 



Home ! simple word, but oh ! how full 

Of music to the soul ! 
If standing on the threshold, or 

Oceans between us roll, — 
What hath such power to touch the hearty 

Wherever we may roam ? 
Can aught a purer joy impart 

Than the sweet sentence Home ? 

What is it makes the scalding tears 

Roll sadly down the cheek ? 
What is it seals the quivering lips 

That vainly strive to speak ? 
Why do we mourn our fate, and feel 

So bitterly alone ? 
Because some voice has whispered low 

The long loved name of Home. 

What causes such a flush of joy 

Upon that youthful face, 
Beaming with sweet vivacity 

And childhood's winning grace ? 
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Tell me, sweet child, why is your heart 

As light as ocean's foam ? 
She answers, with a joyous smile, 
" Oh, I am gcong home." 



The weary traveller lies down 

Upon his couch to rest. 
And tries but tries in vain to still 

The throbbings of his breast. 
Full well he knows the meaning of 

That little word " alone," 
But now, oh joy I a few more hours 

And he will be at Home. 



See yonder hardened criminal, 

So wretched and forlorn ; 
Vainly you tell him of his sins, 

He answers you with scorn : 
But one word melts the adamant 

And breaks the heart of stone. 
Causes the contrite tears to flow, — 

'Tis the sweet name of Home. 



Gaze on the storm-tossed mariner : 

The tear stands in his eye, 
He knows his final hour has come, 

He knows that he must die. * 

And as he sinks in agony 

Beneath the angry foam, 
One cry bursts from his dying lips, — 

*Tis the loved name of Home. 
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Within a sad and darkened room 

A patient sufferer lay, 
The stem and cruel reap«* death 

Had marked him for his prey. 
And as his spirit passed away 

Without a sigh or groan, 
He whispered, with a peaceful smile, 

" Weep not, I'm going home." 

At home, sweet home ! oh may we meet 

Within its blissful portals, 
And mingle with the countless throng 

Of shimng-robed immortals. 



SiU^^iU* 



Oh, tell me not that sympathy 

Is nothing but a name. 
That those who speak kind words of cheer 

But spend their breath in vain. 

Say, is it nought to raise the load 
From off some saddened heart, 

And with some cheering, kindly word 
To seek to heal the smart ? 

Methinks that friend' is doubly dear. 
Who, in some hour of sorrow, 

Will gently whisper in our ear, 
" A brighter day to-morrow." 
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We give no heed to those who Bay 

That in the time of grief 
We might as well throw to the winds 

Pity without relief. 

Methinks we all too often fail 

The sweet command to keep, 
Rejoice with them that do rejoice 

And weep with them that weep. 

For oh! true sympathy is sweet, 

And lightens many a load, 
And while we sojourn here shall cast 

A " halo " o'er the road. 

For friendship's bond is fastened, 

As with a silvery cord. 
By one kind glance, one cordial grasp. 

One sympathetic word. 

Then tell me not that sympathy 

Is nothing but a name, 
That those who speak kind words of cheer 

But spend their breath in vain. 



BUOOBSTBD ON THE EYB OF THE LATE GENERAL SLBOTIOK. 



Gentle words, gentle words, ye are sunbeams from heaven, 
Spreading peace and goodwill o'er our beautiful earth, 
Tliy influence from true hearts shall never be riven, 
More precious than silver and gold is thy worth. 
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Gentle words, gentle words, what a sweet pleasant cadence 
Is heard m thy music, so loving and kind, 
Filling many a home with a heavenly radiance, 
Chasing sadness away, giving peace to the mind. 

Gentle words, gentle words, ye do gladden and cheer us, 
Ye brighten our path, and make rough places plain. 
While harsh ones do ever wound, hsurden, and seer us, 
And leave in each bosom the deep throb of pain. 

Gentle words, gentle words, oh who would deny them f 

A cordial to many a sorrowing heart, 

Which, though some may laugh at and scorn, we defy 

them 
To rob of the sweetness kind words can impart 

Gentle words, gentle words, surely this is thy mission, 
To pluck up the thorns and to scatter the flowers ; 
To give joy for woe, — what a blissful transition ! 
To shed a sweet lustre o'er life's weary hours. 

Gentle words, gentle words, surely all may bestow thee. 
So little ye cost, though so much ye are worth ; 
The rich and the great would do wisely to woo thee. 
The humble should court thee to brighten their hesurth. 

Oh, ye who are styled the lords of creation, 
In this time of excitement, of turmoil and strife, 
Each desirous his party should govern our nation. 
Whose love for your country is dear as your life ; 

Be firm in your cause, yet be gentle, be courteous. 
Let malice, and clamour, and bitterness cease ; 
Weigh well what you say, for 'tis wise to be cautious. 
Grievous words stir up anger, but gentle words peace^ 
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When you pace the deck alone, 
When the gloomy night conies on ; 
When no earthly friend is near, 
E'en thy loneliness to cheer : 

Earthly friends may absent be 
Yet one eye is fixed on thee : 
May a whisper reach thine ear, 
" I, the Lord, am ever near." 

When you see yon twinkling star 
Looking on you from afar, 
Placed there by a hand Divine 
Nightly through the gloom to shine 

May the Day Star from on high 
Rise and shme into your heart. 
Piercing through the clouds of sin. 
May it brightly shine within. 

When you see the glorious sun 
In majestic splendour rise, 
Staying not in all its course 
Till it brightens up the skies ; 

May the Sun of Righteousness 
Rise with healing in His wings, 
And into your inmost soul 
Gladness, hope, and sunshine bring. 
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When you watch the restless waves, 
Noisy, boisterous and wild, 
With their seething crest and foam, 
Splashing, dashing, as they roam ; 

Or behold them calm and still, 
Oentle as the mountain rill. 
Scarcely by a ripple stirred, 
Scarce their wild sweet music heard ; 

Think of Him who, long ago, 
Hushed the tempest at His will, 
Calm'd the raging of the sea 
With a whisper, — " Peace be stilL" 

When you hear the tempest blast, 
When with trembling awe you stand, 
Think of Him who holds the winds 
In the hollow of His hand. 

When you see yon noble ship 
Sail with majesty and grace, 
Carrying many a weary soul 
Safely, to its destined place — 

Safely o'er the billows wild. 
Safely through the tempest roar, 
Safely by the rocks and shoals, 
Safely to a distant shore ; 

Think of Christ, the ark of rest, 
Christ our pilot through the storm, 
Christ our refuge, our defence, 
Christ dur anchor, Christ alone. 
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Thus may you be led to know 
Jesu's wondrous love below ; 
And with thankful joy above 
Sing with saints His dying love. 



^ ^tfii iu % Wivji* 



A REST by the way, — oh yes, it is sweet, 

When the journey is tedious and long, 
When sadly you drag on your tired weary feet, 

Almost faint with the heat of the sun. 

For miles you have trod without shelter or shade, 

Till your strength begins sadly to fail, 
Your tongue almost cleaves to the roof of yoiu* mouth, 

For f aintness and thirst both assail. 

But lo ! you have come to a green, spreading tree. 

With a spring of clear water close by, 
And you eagerly drink the sweet draught, while beneath 

The tree's welcome shadow you lie. 

The cool summer breeze gently fans your hot brow, 
While screened from the sun's burning ray, 

And you thank the green boughs for their shelter, and feel 
How sweet is a rest by the way. 

'Tis night, and the moon hides her silvery light) 

And fierce howls the pitiless blast; 
Benighted and weary you tread your lone way 

Tul the hour of midnight is past. 
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The snow falls in large fleecy flakes to the ground, 

And threatens to clog up your road, 
And yon think of a loved one who anxiously waits, 

And you sigh for your peaceful abode. 

Cold, cold, and benumbed, you still plod on your way, 

Till hope almost dies in your breast. 
And you feel half afraid you will lay yourself down. 

With the snow for a pillow of rest. 

But surely, oh surely you are not deceived ! 

'Tis a light, — see, it flickers again ! 
Hope revives, while you stumble fast on through the snow, 

And now you can see it quite plain. 

By the side of a dwelling house safely you stand. 

Partly hid by the fast falling snow. 
And your heart wildly throbs as you fancy you hear 

A prayer from a voice you well know. 

But surely this never can be your own home. 

Oh no, 'tis too good to be true ! 
But you are not mistaken, for now you are sure 

The prayer is offered for you. 

One word is enough : then a quick bounding step. 

And the door is thrown open wide, 
With a wild cry of joy and a tender caress 

You joyfully clasp your young bride. 

The warm loving welcome " Thank God you are safe I " 

Sends into your soul a glad ray ; 
And you feel, as you thankfully sit by her side, 

How sweet is a rest by the way. 
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'Twas evening, and a sorrowing pair 
Knelt by a tiny bed : 
Tell me/* the mother whispered low, 
Say, is our darling dead ? " 
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No, dearest, no ; he gently breathes : 
While there is life there's hope. 
Ood, spare our child to cheer our hearts ! 
*Twas thus the father spoke. 

Oh, who can tell the agony 
Within that mother's heart ? 

He is her only little one: 
Must they so early part ? 

The tiny hands lay lovingly 

Across the snowy breast ; 
Danger is o'er, he calmly sinks 

Into a peaceful rest. 

The child will live, he sweetly sleeps : 
How cheering hope's bright ray ! 

The parents feel, with grateful hearts, 
A sweet rest by the way. 



'Tis night, and the day's weary toil is o'er, 
And loving hearts welcome you home, 

With a sigh of relief you sit down by the fire. 
Right glad that you have not to roam. 

The little ones come for their kindly good-nig^ 

Then each is laid sweetly to rest. 
With joy you converse witii the wife of your youth. 

Contented, and happy and blest. 
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Be it sorrow or joy you may iinseal your breast^ 

And her smile quickly sends a glad ray, 
So cheering and bright that you feel wim delight 

How sweet is a rest by the way. 

Some keen disappointment has crossed o'er your path. 

Some trial not easy to bear. 
And you feel that your spirit is wounded and sad, 

And your heart overburdened with care. 

But a few cheering words, perchance only a smile, 

Has sent to your heart a bright ray, 
And you feel, as fresh gladness springs up in your breast, 

How sweet is a rest by the way. 

'Tis the calm of the sabbath : the week that has passed 
Has been fraught with deep sorrow and care, 

Perplexed and cast-down you are wending your way 
To worship in God's house of prayer. 

The music of song gently steals on your ear, 

Thrilling into your innermost soul. 
And sweet are the words, ^' I am ever with thee. 

Though the waves of adversity roll." 

You listen, and every word seems for you, 

The service throughout is replete 
With comfort and hope to the sorrowing heart, 

With whispers of mercy so sweet. 

Then sweetly, so sweetly there steals o'er your breast 

From heaven a beautiful ray ; 
Your burden is gone, and with joy you confess 

How sweet is a rest by the way. 
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Life's journey is rough and the way is all dark, 

And you grope in uncertainty on, 
Discouraged and sad you are ready to say, 

My Father hath left me alone. 

No light, still no light, — not a glimmering ray ! 

Oh, which is the path you must take ? 
You murmur, " I surely shall faint by the way : 

My Father, no longer forsake ! " 

But hark to that whisper so sweet, " Peace be still ; " 

And the darkness has vanished away ; 
And you feel, as you raise your glad anthem of praise, 

How sweet is a rest by the way. 

There is a dark river not far from our side, 
O'er which at some moment our vessel must glide; 

Then what is the promise when it has sailed o'er ? 
Not a rest by the way, but a rest ever more. 



Ifn ^txaatism^ 



In this world of change and sadness 
Qloomy clouds oft veil the skies. 
Hearts that once o'erflowed with gladness 
Now are filled with bitter sighs : 
Mourn for one who in life's bloom 
Qiiickly foimd an early tomb. 
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In the pride and strength of manhood. 

Visions fair before him passed, 
But his strength and glory vanished, 
As the dewdrops on the grass ; 
Swift the cruel arrow flew, 
Mercilessly pierced him through. 

From his home and kindred severed. 

By disease laid quickly low, 
Carried over death's dark river 
By the ever conquering foe ; 
Every heart methinks must be 
Touched with tenderest sympathy. 

Yet surrounded here by many 

Worthy of the name of friend ; 
Deep in many a manly bosom 
Kindness, love, and pity blend : 
Sweet the thought to one will be, 
Friends have shown him sympathy. 

Round his early tomb they gathered. 

Sadly watched him -laid to sleep ; 
And, no shame to manhood's years, 
Many for his sad fate weep : 
Let them flow on pure and free, 
Blessed tears of sympathy. 

Though the deep sea rolled between him 

And the one who gave him birth ; 
Though she saw not when they laid him 
In that little spot of earth, — 

Yet methinks her heart's sad knell 
Echoed to the funeral bell. 
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Slowly tread then, softly, gently, 

Mark where he is laid to rest, 
In his narrow prison sleeping. 
With sweet flowers upon his hreast ; 
In his mother's stead I crave, 
Drop a tear beside his graye. 

Hark ! the message, " be ye ready," 

Surely in an hour unknown 
Death may come, and in a moment 
Simimon us before the throne ; 
When its gates to us unfold, 
May we tread the streets of gold ! 



9fit ^KQQtb §iciooh 



One mom in meditatiye mood 
I sat, and busy thought 

Within my brain and in my mind 
Imagination wrought. 

And then a vision seemed to pass 

Before my fancy's eye, 
I sat and pondered over it, 

Its meaning to descry. 

I stood on a white cliff whose base 
Was kissed by the blue waves, 

While o'er the sea in glory shone 
The sun's meridian rays. 
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And as a thouBand rainbowB bright 
Its beauty seemed to me, 

While entranced I stood and listened 
To the music of the sea. 

It was a scene of joyous life, 
All hearts seemed glad and gay ; 

Birds as they winged their rapid flight 
Poured forth their merry lay. 

Mountain and valley, hills and dales, 
Were decked in robes of green, 

Streamlet and brook and rivulet 
A cheerful chorus sing. 

Pleasure and health the people there 

Were seeking to enjoy, 
And thoughts of happy days to come 

Their active minds employ. 

And thus in pleasure and in joy 
The happy hours passed by. 

While calmly sunk the setting sim 
In the glorious simmier sky. 

They watched it sinking in the west. 
Then sought their homes ere long^ 

To wile away the evening hours 
With music and with song. 

Deeper and darker grew the night, 

The stormy winds arise. 
The waves grew furious and wHd, 

Dark clouds o'erspread the skies. 
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During the howling storm I heard 

A noise that made me start, 
And then a vivid flash of light 

With trembling filled my heart. 

I listened, and again I heard 

That signal of distress, 
While through the gathering darkness 

I gazed with fears opprest. 

I saw a vessel in the storm, 

Tossed wildly to and fro. 
The bursting tempest over head. 

The foaming sea below. 

I heard a piteous cry for help. 

It reached far on the shore, 
'Twas heard above the dashing waves, 

Above the tempest roar. 

And anxious watchers stood and gazed. 

Transfixed with dire dismay. 
While agonizing dread and fear 

Their pallid looks betray. 

And then a band of stalwart men 

Swiftly approached the sea. 
They launched a vessel small, and rowed 

Bravely and gallantly. 

** She cannot live in that rough sea," 

Said some, " she must be lost." 
" Nay," said the others, " but she will. 

Though now so rudely tossed." 



ff 
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Then through the darkness they espied 

The vessel far away, 
While anxious watchers on the shore 

For her deliverance pray. 

And then a cry " She comes ! she comes ! 

Fell on my listening ear; 
I gazed into the darkness, and 

I saw that she was near. 

And warm hearts beat and throb'd with joy. 

To see her reach the shore, 
And owned, with grateful thankfulness, 

God's all-protecting power. 



And then the vision faded: 

" What meaneth this ? " said I,— 

" Th^t fair and beauteous landscape. 
That calm and cloudless sky ? 

What means the gathering darkness 
What means the tempest roar ? 

What mean those piteous cries for help. 
Whose echoes reach* the shore ? 

Is it not thus ? — This merry scene 

Is our beloved land. 
Where our Father scatters blessings 

With a kind and liberal hand ? 

The wreck out in the storm are those 

In wretchedness and sin, 
Who stand on ruin's brink, nor feel 

The danger they are in. 



affection's offering. 61 

And thoughtlessly they hurry on 

To misery and woe, 
The mists of ignorance around, 

The yawning gulf below. 

Oh, ye who feel a Saviour's love. 

Pity their wretched state, 
Haste to their rescue through the storm, 

Before it is too late. 

Go, point them to the Lamb of God, 

Who bears away our sin, 
Go speak to them of hope and love, 

Of joy and peace within. 

The lifeboat is the ragged school : 

Then join that earnest band, 
Who strive with might and main to bring; 

Poor shipwrecked souls to land. 

For through God's gracious blessing 
It has lived through many a storm. 

And many shipwrecked mariners 
Shall yet bring safely home. 

From scenes of ignorance and vice 

Shall many a precious gem 
Be brought with thankful joy to deck 

The Saviour's diadem. 

In heaven the teacher and the taught 

At Jesu's feet shall fall, 
With seraphim and cherubim 

Shall crown Him Lord of all ! 
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And must I leave thee, Willy dear, 

So lately laid to rest, 
Ere yet the tender grass has grown, 

Or peeped above thy breast ? 

And must this little precious mound 

Be left to strangers' care, 
With none to watch the flowers bloom. 

Or plant a fresh one there ? 

How often since we laid thee low, 
When filled with griefs and feara^ 

I've knelt beside thy little grave 
And found relief in tears ! 

But now that privilege is denied. 

For I must say farewell ; 
And oh ! the pangs that rend my soul 

Are more than I can telL 

I watched thee fading day by day. 

And sorrow filled my heart. 
Full well I knew the hour was near 

That thou and I must part. 

And when they laid thee down, I thought 

My heart, so filled with woe. 
Was full to overflowing, and 

No keener pang could know : 
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But oh ! a thousand times more hard 

To leave thee lying here, 
To know no mother's eye will watch 

Thy slumbers, Willie dear ! 

Strangers will tend thy grave, Willie, 

When I am far away, 
But Gkxl's bright sun will shine, Willie, 

And moonbeams o'er thee play. 

Farewell, then, little treasured mound, 

Fso^well thou sleeping dust : 
I'll cast my burden on the Lord, 

And place in Him my trust. 

I leave thee sleeping, Willie dear. 

Safe guarded by His eye, 
For He shall watch thy cherished form 

And bear thee to the sky. 



S]^je Cxrt wxi Its Sr^snor^* 



In ▲ snug little spot stands a pretty green oot, 

And in it a fairy form sleeping ; 
While two little dimpled hands lovingly lay, 

Just over the coverlid peeping. 

And you stand, and behold, and you think not for gold 
Would you part with the cot and its treasure ; 

And you feel a pure bliss as you stoop for a kiss, 
For you know 'tis an untainted pleasure. 
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Thon two roguitfh blue eyes so saucily peep, 
For your kiss has awakened the sleeper ; 

And you think, as you gaze on that sweet little face. 
That your love every moment grows deeper. 

Then two little rosy lips pout for a kiss, 
Two dimpled arms tenderly twine you ; 

A curly head nestles close down to your breast^ 
As if there for ever 'twould bind you. 

Oh ! sweet as the rosebud, and fair as the mom. 
How fondly our hearts twine about thee ! 

The cheerful fire-side would be stript of its chaim, 
And the world be a desert without thee. 



Kjor^Jr-ijje, 



" GooD-BTE," — ^what sound so fraught with woe ? 
Did ever human bosom know 

A word more full of meaning, 
When spoken with emotion deep, 
When loving hearts in anguish weep. 

When eyes have ceased their beaming ? 

" Good-bye," it thrills the very soul, 
While o'er our saddened spirits roll 

The heavy waves of sorrow ; 
And scarce a ray of sunshine bright 
Irradiates the gloomy night, 

Or gilds the dreaded morrow. 
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" Good-bye," it leaves a blank around, 
And makes the Uirobbing heart rebound, 

Then almost cease its beating; 
And cherished joys oft lose their charm, 
And have no power to soothe or calm, 

With all their witching greeting. 

'Tis spoken oft in careless- tone 
To hide the spirit's inward moan 

With ill concealed emotion ; 
And though the careless smile may play, 
The quivering lips surely betray 

The spirit's deep devotion. 

" Good-bye," 'tis oft a fatal knell, 
A solemn dirge, a funeral bell 

That tolls the hour of parting; 
And those that hoped but hoped in vain 
In years to come to meet again. 

Feel death's keen arrow darting. 

" Good-bye," the mother whispered low. 
And clasped her arms around her boy, 

" Good-bye, my son, God bless thee; 
Preserve thee from the snares of youth, 
And guide thee in the paths of truth, 

And ever more protect thee." 

But ere that boy returned again. 
His mother in the grave was lain, 

Her last good-bye was spoken ; 
And he her loved, her only child 
Whispered in anguish deep and wild, 

" My heart is well nigh broken." 
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The sailor clasped his weeping bride, 
Then quickly dashed a tear aside. 

And sought to calm her fears : 
" Hush, Mary, just this voyage more. 
And then, my love, my wanderings o'er, 

In bliss we'll spend our years. 

"Good-bye, my darling, one kiss more. 
Just think how sweet, my voyage o'er. 

To prove our deep devotion." 
But ere that week had passed away. 
Pale, cold, and still in death he lay, 

Deep in the cruel ocean. 

But soft a whisper seems to come: 
" In yonder bright celestial home 

* Gfood-bye ' is never spoken ; 
Nought to disturb the settled peace. 
Or whispered word of parting breathed. 

And not a link is broken." 



®xr K gje^arfjeJr ^ximtn. 



Farewell, thou dear departed friend, 
Thy work on earth is o'er; 

And we while in this vale below 
Shall hear thy voice no more. 

That voice which oft in d&js gone by 
Has cheered with words of love. 

And to our hearts oft brought a ray 
Of comfort from above. 
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For well we know thou didst not fail 

The sweet command to keep, — 
Rejoice with them that do rejoice, 

And weep with them that weep. 

But now thy weeping time is o'er, 

And aU thy work is praise — 
A glorious work, which ne'er shall end 

Throughout eternal days. 

Adieu then, dear departed friend, 

Adieu, but not for ever; 
We hope to meet in that bright land 

Beyond, beyond the river. 



^hvi^SaixdrnmU, 



Disappointments, disappointments, 
How ye crowd around our way, 

Blighting many a bud of promise, 
Clouding many a sunny ray. 

Why, we ask with spirits trembling, 
Tell, oh tell us, why 'tis so, — 

Why these bitter disappointments ? 
Why this anxious lot below ? 

Weeks, and months, and years of toil. 
With sweet hope to cheer the way. 

Many tread, but in a moment 
Disappointment hides the ray. 
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Cherished hopes lie seared and blighted. 
As the morning clouds they pass, 

As the gentle summer showers, 
Or the dew-drops on the grass. 

Yet methinks One hand o'erruleth, 
Marketh out our chequered way, 

And with chastening often schoolet^ 
Lest our steps should go astray ; 

Lest this world, so fair to look on, 
Should secure our hearts' best love, 

Lest its winning fascination 
Wean us from our home above. 

Calm thee, then, thou troubled spirit. 
Brighter days may yet be thine, 

For the sun, though long time hidden, 
Through the darkest clouds may shine. 

Hush thy murmuring, check thy sadness, 
Cease thy sighing, banish gloom. 

Disappointments will befall us 

While we dwell this side the tomb. 

Hark, a voice ! it gently whispers, 
" Trials here may oft increase. 

In the world is tribulation, 
But in Me ye shall have peace." 
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Though loved ones may shed the sad tear of sorrow 
To the memory of hun who was cherished and dear, 

Yet methmb. they may hear a heavenly voice whispe^, 
Ye mourning ones, weep not, but be of good cheer. 

The voice that once pleaded the cause of the needy, 
The hand that stretched out to help the distressed, 

The heart that was wont to be moved with compassion. 
Have ceased from their labours, for he is at rest. 

The tongue that once told of the love of the Saviour, 
The arms that once gathered the lambs of the fold. 

That delighted to teach them how they might find favour. 
Now lie in the grave, and are silent and cold. 

On wings of faith soar to yon heavenly mansion, 
Behold him amid the bright angelic band, 

And list to his voice as he joins the glad anthem. 
Behold the white robe, see the palm in his hand. 

Then weep not, nor fear for the servant of Jesus, 
Nor shnnk at the thought of the dark dreary tomb, 

The Saviour has passed through its portals before him. 
And chas'd the thick darkness and cheered the deep 
gloom. 

He has safely passed over the swellings of Jordan, 
The battle is fought and the victory won ; 

He has gone where no sorrow nor sighing can reach him. 
He has laid down the cross and is wearing the crovm. 



70 affection's offering. 



^amtxd i^ ^oxatxA^ 



In this world of temptation, of sorrow, and joy, 
Where fears oft distress us, and cares oft alloy, 

Where all that is earthly must fade ; 
Live a moment at once, and that in His fear 
Who suffered and bled and died for us here^ 

To ransom our soiils from the grave. 

A moment at once, for our life is a day, 
A vapour that ere long must vanish away 

And never be seen any more; 
Then seek that blest land where there is no decay. 
Where tears shall for ever be all wiped away. 

And sorrow and sighing are o'er. 

A moment at once : quick as the arrow flies. 

Or swift as the lightning that darts from the skies, 

Or short as a tale that is told ; 
So death with his arrow may soon lay us low. 
Yet, trusting in Jesus, rejoicing we'll go 

To that city whose streets are of gold. 

A moment at once, for as the green grass, 
Which, when the sun withers, its glory is past. 

Even so must we fade, droop, and die: 
Then if life is uncertain and death is so sure. 
Be watchful, be careful, a place to secure 

In that beautiful city on high. 
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A moment at once, for the moment must come 
That will usher us into our heavenly home, 

Or banish us into despair; 
Then fly to the Saviour, the True Ark of Rest, 
And thou shalt find shelter in His loving breast, 

For there is security there. 

When there thou art sheltered, though storms rack the 

skies, 
And higher and higher the deep floods arise, 

Yet the Saviour will bear thee safe home; 
And when thou art landed on yon blissful shore. 
Thy moments of watchfulness then shall be o*er, 

Thou shalt rest in thy heavenly home. 
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Then cometh the end, when the Son shall deliver 
The Kingdom to God, the great Father of all; 

He shall send forth His summons, — " Ye dead, come to 
judgment ! " 
And nations and kingdoms shall come at His oalL 

Then shall the sound of the terrible trumpet 
Waken the dead from their long night of sleep ! 

The echo shall penetrate 'neath the blue ocean. 
And bring up all those who are sunk in the deep. 
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To eastward, to westward, to northward, and southward 
The trumpet shall sound and call every soul ; 

Not one shall escape, for the summons shall residi them, 
E'en though they be scattered from pole to pole I 

The kmgs of the earth, with the great and the mighty. 
The poor and the lonely here burdened with care ; 

The outcast, the stranger, the bondman, and freeman. 
The young and the aged, — all, all, shall be there. 

The book shall be opened, the dead stand before Him, 
To give an account of all they have done ; 

And some shall be banished and cast out for ever, 
While others shall hear the welcome sound come: 

" Ye blest of My Father, inherit the kingdom 
That I, even I, have prepared for My own ; 

For thou hast been faithful, therefore I receive thee, — 
Enter into My joy and sit down on My throne." 

And then, oh ! the rapture, no mind can conceive it, 
For eye hath not seen, neither ear hath heard, 

The blessings laid up in the Heavenly mansion 
For those who love Jesus, and trust in His Word. 

Then ere 'tis too late let us hasten to Jesus, 
And He will accept us and pardon us too ; 

Will guide and direct us through life's chequered journey, 
And bring us e'en more than conqueror's through. 

Then haste to the Ark, for the door stands open, 
'Tis there and there only that sinners find rest ; 

And all who by faith and repentance shall enter 
Are eternally saved and eternally blest. 
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Go, plunge in the fountain, its waters are healing, 
There sin and uncleanness may be washed away ; 

Then haste, do not tarry, the Saviour is waiting, 
Is waiting to bless thee, yes, even to-day. 

Gk>, cling to the cross, and leave there your burden, 
And you shall find pardon, salvation, and rest ; 

Though your sins be as scarlet they shall be forgiven. 
And you shall rest sweetly on Jesus' s breast. 

Then when 'tis our turn to pass through the dark valley. 
We shall be enabled through mercy to sing, 

" Because Thou art with me I fear no evil, — 

Oh, grave ! where's thy victory ? Oh, death I where's 
thy sting ? " 

And when we have passed through the swellings of Jordan, 
And when we are landed on yon blissful shore. 

Then sorrow and sighing, and weeping and mourning. 
And sickness and death shall for ever be o'er. 

But if we woiild mingle our songs with the ransomed, 
And if we the glories of Heaven would know, 

And if we at last wish to swell the glad anthem, 
We must first learn the Heavenly music below. 

But though on this earth we are so weak and sinful, 
Yet our feeble tribute of praise we would bring. 

And we too would join in the Heavenly chorus 
That all the redeemed in glory now sing. 

All blessing, and honour, and power, and wisdom, 
And glory and might be ascribed to His name ; 

Eternal thanksgiving and endless dominion 
To Christ, the Redeemer, the Lamb that was slain ! 
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One by one the leaves are falling 

On the ground, they withered lie ; 
Teaching us by silent warning, 
Winter days are drawing nigh. 
And we seem to hear them say — 
Thou must fade and pass away. 

One by one the flowers are dying, 

All their glory disappears ; 
But we fondly hope to see them 
Blooming in the coming year. 
There is a land above so fair, 
Flowers never wither there. 

One by one the fleeting moments 

Pass into eternity ; 
Oh, how many have we wasted, 
Trifled carelessly away ! 

Precious moments passing by. 
Oh, redeem them as they fly ! 

One by one the days are passing. 

One by one the nights close in ; 
Darkness often gathers round us 
In this world of grief and sin. 
There is a bright land far away 
Where 'tis everlasting day. 
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One by one earth's ties are riven, 

One by one loved friends depart ; 
Though we trust they're safe m Heaven, 
Yet we feel 'tis hard to part. 

Once landed on yon blissful shore 
There we meet to part no more. 

One by one prayers are ascending 

To the Great Redeemer's throne ; 
Many now in faith are wrestling, 
Many in the spirit groan. 
He will lend a willing ear, 
For He loves to answer prayer. 

One by one sad tears are falling 

Down the stricken mourner's face ; 
Go, plead beneath the cross of Jesus, 
There thou shalt find a resting-place. 
Listen ! thou shalt hear Him say, 
" I will wipe all tears away." 

One by one our friends are passing 

Over Jordan's swelling flood ; 
May we pass through death's dark valley 
Leaning on the arm of God. 

May we meet where grief nor sin. 
Pain nor death shall enter in. 

One by one the Saints are meeting 

In yon blissful home above, 

Where they never tire of singing 

Of the Saviour's dying love. 

Heavenly Father, hear our prayer, 
Make us fit to enter there. 
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I THOUGHT upon the time, 

Long, long ago, when earth was pure, — 
When all was fair and bright, 
Nor death nor cur8e did blight, 

Nor sin was there. 

I thought upon the day when man did sin ; 

Then I was sad. 
And then I thought of Him, 
Our great and mighty King, 
Who did salvation bring; 

Then I was glad. 

I thought how death did come 
And cast o'er earth its gloom ; 

Then I was sad. 
And then I thought again 
Of the Lamb for sinners slain. 
Who bore our curse and shame; 

Then I was glad. 

I looked into my heart 
And saw its load of guilt ; 

Then I was sad. 
And then I thought of Him 
Who suffered for our sin. 
And did our souls redeem ; 

Then I was glad. 
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I thought upon the grave, 
The cold, damp grave; 

Then I was sad. 
Then I thought of Him who rose 
Victorious o'er His foes. 
Heaven's gates for us to imclose; 

Then I was glad. > 

I saw that day by day 
I wandered far away ; 

Then I was sad. 
And then a voice did say 
" Come hither, I'm the way, 
Nor from Me longer stray;" 

Then I was glad. 



^ammnnion Mii ^am* 



Communion with Jesus ! how sweet is the sound 
To all who salvation and pardon have found; 
Who trust in the merits of Jesus to save. 
Shall triimiph o'er satan, sin, death, and the grave. 

In the days long ago, to Emmaus there walked 
Two mournful disciples, and sadly they talked; 
But though they were sorrowful, cast down, and sad, 
Communion with Jesus soon made their hearts glad. 
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Communion with Jesus will cheer our way, 
Give light in our darkness, turn night into day; 
Will raise us when falling, support us when faint^ 
And land us at last in the home of the saint. 

When fears oppress us, and troubles assail, 
Despairing and doubting our faith seems to fail; 
Communion with Jesus will strengthen our hearts, 
And put to flight satan and all his fierce darts. 

Communion with Jesus will save us from sin. 
Communion with Jesus will give peace within; 
A peace that is lasting and never shall fade, 
But will go with us down to the dark gloomy grave. 

Communion with Jesus will save us from hell, 
And fit us for ever in glory to dwell ; 
With saints and with angels with rapture to sing 
Eternal thanksgiving to Jesus our I^g. 

Communion with Jesus ! oh, who would not know 
The blessings which from this communion flow ? 
No earth gotten treasure can yield half the joy 
That comes to our hearts in this blessed employ. 

Oh, ye who are weary, cast down, and oppressed. 
Communion with Jesus alone can give rest; 
Bid earth's fleeting treasure for ever adieu, 
And trust in the Saviour, who suffered for you. 

Communion with Jesus through life will give light, 
And cheer the darkness of death's gloomy night; 
Commimion with Jesus will help us to sing, — 
Oh, grave ! where's thy victory ? Oh, death ! where's 
thy sting?" 



(( 
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Communion with Jesus will fit us to stand, 
In the last dreadful day, at the Saviour's right hand; 
Will fit us to hear the welcome sound, " Come, 
Ye blessed of my Father, inherit your home.' 



ti 



Abide with us, Saviour ! through life be our light, 
And cheer with Thy presence the gloom of death's night; 
And grant in Thy boundless compassion that we 
May for ever be blessed with communion with Thee. 
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Once more, my dear sister, with pleasure I write, 
And with all the dear ones at home, I imite 

In wishing you joy on this day; 
I would gladly be with you, what joy it would be ! 
If I could but step in with you and take tea, 

If it were but the evening to stay. 

In the days of our childhood how happy were we ! 
What pleasures we had, and what innocent glee, 

When the long wished-f or birthday arrived ! 
Then what nice little presents we each one would make, 
How delighted we were with the little keep-sake, 

While dear mother would look on with pride. 
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Oh, what games we did have, what frolic and fun ! 

And how pleased all our dear little friends weie to come. 

And then, what a nice cosej tea ! 
How we drew our chairs dose to the bri^t ruddy fire, 
And thought of such evenings we never should tune, 

And dear mother would join in our glee. 

Now distance divides us, our homes are apart, 
But still I am with you, dear sister, in hearty 

You know jou will not be foi^got. 
May blessings attend you wherever you go, 
May you have every comfort this world can bestow 

May contentment and peace be your lot. 

For though we are parted, you still are as dear 
As ever you were in childhood's year: 

True sisterly love cannot die. 
Nor can we forget the dear home of our youth. 
The ties that then bound us shall never be locked 

But fastened more firmly on high. 

Then sister, dear sister, we wiU not forget 

There's a bright land above where we fdl hope to meet> 

Where parting shall never be known ; 
No sorrow, no sadness, no sickness, nor death, 
But for ever and ever God grant we may rest 

In that beautiful heavenly home. 

And now, my dear sister, I bid you farewell, 
I think I have no more at present to tell, 

But just in conclusion I say, — 
Accept my kind love, and a sister's fond kiss, 
And I know you feel siu^ it is my sincere wish, 

" Many happy returns of the day ! " 
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Over the sea, the deep blue sea, 

You go to foreign lands, 
Perhaps to sunny regions, 

And over burning sands. 

Over the sea, the deep blue sea. 

Far, far away to roam, 
Yet will you oft bestow a thought 

On those you leave at home. 

Over the sea, the deep blue sea, 

And often tempest tossed, 
Yet, trusting to your captain's skill, 

You hope to reach the coast. 

Over the sea, the sea of life, 

Our little barque we steer. 
We never can sail safely o'er. 

Unless our Captain's near. 

This Captain is the Lord of Hosts, 

And mighty is His arm, 
'Tis He who rules the raging sea, 

And makes the storm a calm. 

6 
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He is a Pilot wise and strong, 

Therefore we wfll not fear ; 
None who sincerely trust in Him 

Shall suffer ship^Teck here. 

When TOckB and shoals impede our way. 

Not one in this wide realm 
Can g^de us, but we'll safely pass 

With Jesus at the helm. 

And when the stormy winds arise^ 

And angry billows roll, 
AH those who trust in Him shall find 

An anchor for the soul. 

When the celestiil breezes blow, 

We will imfurl the sails 
And loose the cable from below, 

And pray for heavenly gales. 

And when it is our turn to pass 
Through Jordan's swelling flood. 

We will not fear, supported by 
Our Captain and our God. 

Then as our little barque glides on 

O'er life's uneven sea, 
Well think of that bright heavenly honte. 

From every sorrow free. 

No angry billows there shall roll. 
The tempest's voice shall cease ; 

No lightnings flash, — no thunders roar, 
But all is calm and peace ! 
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Through waves and storms, Lord, clear our way, 

'Till safely moored we stand, 
With all Thy ransomed glorious ones 

In Canaan's happy land ! 



^t Salm jof «ikaJr, 



Is there no balm in Gilead, 
No balm for human woe ? 

And is there no physician 
To whom the sick can go ? 

Must dying sinners perish, 
With no kind hand to save, — 

And go without a ray of hope 
Down to the dreary grave ? 

Nay, siu*ely there is help at hand, 
And all who will apply 

Shall find there's balm in Gilead, 
And a physician nigh. 

But oh, how often we may see 

A sick and dying soul 
Refuse to seek this healing balm, 

Kefuse to be made whole. 



\ 
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Methinks if we could come and bring 
Within our hand a price, 

That many a one, without delay, 
Would hasten for advice. 

But just because it is so free, — 
Because there's nought to pay. 

How many treat it with contempt, 
How many stay away ! 

While some, unconscious of their guilt, 

Feeling no keen regret, 
Clad in their robe of righteousness, 

They say, what lack we yet ? 

And others think that they are healed, 
And bid their sorrow cease ; 

And say to their mistaken hearts, 
Peace ! where there is no peace. 

But lo ! the humble suppliant comes. 
And lifts his anxious eye. 

Cries, in the anguish of his soul, — 
Lord, save me! or I die. 

And then he finds the promise true 
That those who seek shall find ; 

The Great Physician freely gives 
Life, health, and peace of mind. 

There is a balm in Gilead, 

And a Physician there, 
Who bids us take our griefs to Him, 

And cast on Him our care. 



affection's offbbinq. 85 

It is the Holy Spirit 

Who will the balm apply ; 
And those who feel its healing power 

Shall never, never die. 

Then to that Great Physician 

In humble faith we'll go ; 
We'll tell Him all our sorrows, 

We'll tell Him all our woe. 

And though, while in this world below. 

Temptations will assail. 
We'll rest upon the promises 

That never, never fail. 

Then let us each, without delay, 

Seek healing for our soul, 
Assured that Jesus Christ alone 

Can make the wounded whole I 
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Christian, art thou weary ? 

And is thy soul cast down ? 
Hast thou well nigh forgotten 

There is for thee a crown 
Laid up in yonder mansion ? — 

For those who love the Lord, 
A crown of dazzling brightness. 

An exceeding great reward ! 
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Christian, art thou mourning, — 

Mourning because of sin ? 
And dost thou, daily, hourly, feel 

A struggle fierce within ? 
Does worldly thought and worldly care 

Oft draw thy heart away ? 
Does satan aim his darts at thee, 

And vex thee day by day ? 

Look upwards ! see you not there standa 

One, who, with pitying eye, 
Sees all our sore temptations. 

And hears us when we cry ? 
And though through trials thou must pass, 

Yet thou shalt find it true. 
Thy Great Deliverer's mighty power 

Shall bring thee conqueror through. 

Christian, art thou clinging 

Close to the Saviour's side ? 
And dost thou feel that thou wilt there 

For evermore abide ? 
And canst thou ever more rejoice 

In His unchanging love ? 
Still cling to Him ! His mighty arm 

Shall bear thee safe above. 

Christian, art thou sufifering 

TBy Heavenly Father's will ? 
And dost thou long to hear Him say 

Unto thee " Peace be still" ? 
And is thy sky beclouded ? 

Still look to Christ alone. 
It is through much affliction 

Thou shalt reach thy Heavenly home. 
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Christian, art thou looking 

Unto the strong for strength ? 
Fear not, for, trusting in His love, 

Thou shalt overcome at length. 
Look upwards still with trusting love, 

With simple childlike faith, 
And thou shalt always find in Him 

A sure resting place. 

Christian, art thou pleading, — 

Pleading, 'twixt hope and fear, 
That God will hear and answer prayer 

For those you hold most dear ? 
Still plead for them, nor cease thy suit, 

But oflfer day by day 
Thy urgent supplication. 

And He wUl not say thee nay. 

Christian, art thou doubting, — 

Doubting His power to save 
Who died to redeem thy soul from hell, 

Corruption, and the grave ? 
Is not His grace sufficient still 

In every time of need. 
Till thou from sins and doubts and feara 

For evermore are freed ? 

Christian, art thou fearing 

Lest thou should fall away ? 
And dost thou fear that thou wilt fail 

To reach the realms of day ? 
And dost thou hold with trembling hand, 

And praise with stammering tongue ? 
Fear not, for e'en the weakest saint, 

Through Christ, shall overcome. 
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Christian, art thou shrinking 

From death's cold icy hand ? 
And dust thou fear to cross the flood. 

To reach the promised land ? 
Fear not, for through the valley dark 

Jesus shall be thy guide ; 
And land thee safe where thou with Him 

Shall evermore abide. 



^o 8 |tfto-§0m gait. 



Little trembling helpless thing, 
Many cares thou dost bring ; 
But thy utter helplessness 
Makes us lore thee none the loss. 

For thy little fragile form, 
E'en as soon as thou wast bom, 
Caused one heart to say, with joy. 
Heaven bl^s my baby boy ! 

Not a lamb within the fold, 
Not a creature we behold ; 
Nothing that our Qod hath made 
Is so helpless as a babe. 

Many a summer's sun must rise, 
Lighten up the bright blue skies ; 
Many a wintry storm must blow, 
Ere thou canst in knowledge grow. 



\ 
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All the while a mother's care 
Every little grief must share ; 
And a mother's watchful eye 
Needest to be for ever nigh. 

Joy and sorrow thou must know, 

In thy mortal life below ; 

Ere thou dost return again 

To the dust from whence thou came. 

But there is a Watchful Eye 
Far above the starry sky, 
Never slumbers, never sleeps, 
Watch o'er all His lambs He keeps. 

E'en a mother's love may change, 
Earthly friends may be estranged ; 
Jesus' love will ever be 
Lasting as Eternity. 

He has watched thy tiny form, 
Since the hour thou wast bom : 
He will guide through life's rough way. 
If thou dost not from Him stray. 

In yon mansion home above. 
Where 'tis peace, and joy, and love ; 
From all care and sorrow free. 
There's a place prepared for thee. 

God protect thee, little one, 
Till thy earthly race is run ; 
And in death bear thee away 
To the realms of endless day. 
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Darkened was the chamber, 
Hushed was every breath ; 

For there a babe was lying 
Near unto death. 

Sunken was the bright eye^ 

Pallid was the cheek ; 
Quiet the dimpled hands, 

And cold the tiny feet. 

Nearly ceased the beating 

Of the little heart ; 
The little breast was heaving, 

The little lips apart. 

Silent were the watchers 

Round that little bed. 
Scarcely knowing whether 

The spark of life had fled ! 

But the dim eye brightens ! 

A smile lights up the face ! 
The dimpled hands are upraised 

To the Heavenly dwelling place 

Bright angels bear the spirit 
Safe to the Shepherd's arms, 

And there the first-bom resteth 
Secure from all alarms. 
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Father, mother, weep not. 

Why mourn the one ye love ? 
She is not dead, but sleepeth ; 

Thy treasure lives above ! 

The sorrowing parents gaze upon 

The dear departed one ; 
Then with submission murmur, 

"Father, Thy will be done ! " 

A little marble tombstone, 

A little grassy mound ; 
Beneath, the baby treasure 

Kesteth in sleep profound. 

Up in yon spirit region, 

Far from this world of pain, 
The little one for ever 
. With JesuB Christ shall reign \ 

Father, mother, weep not. 

But seek the Lord in prayer ; 
For in yon celestial city, 

Thy babe awaits thee there ! 
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*TwA8 Autumn, and the leaves were dry, 

And falling aJl around ; 
Dark and beclouded was the sky, 

Mournful the wind did sound. 

I gazed upon an ancient church. 

Fast falling to decay, 
Which seemed to say to passers-by, 

Thou too must fade away ! 

Upon an old grey stone there sat> 

Within the churchyard wall, 
A gentleman, of middle-age, 

From some far-distant hall. 

But hark ! The solemn funeral bell 

Falls slowly on the ear ; 
The stranger listens, mournfully. 

Then wipes away a tear. 

A funeral cortege came in sight. 
With grandeur, pomp, and show ; 

With waving plumes, and prancing steeds, 
Betokening wealth below. 

A busy crowd soon clustered round. 

To view the mournful sight ; 
And, sad to say, some faces there 

Were beaming with delight. 
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" Hc'h gone," said one, " now we may get 

A master good, and kind ; 
A harder one than he has been 

We could not seek and find." 

" Yes," said another, "he has gone. 

And truly I am glad ; 
He ne'er was happy, only when 

He made some poor heart sad." 

Beneath a stately marble vault. 

They laid him down to rest ; 
No eye was dim, — no tear was shed, — 

Nor sigh escaped the breast. 

No loving wife had stood by him. 

To fan his burning brow ; 
No sorrowing children near to say. 

My father, bless me now ! 

And now he sleeps his last long sleep, 

His earthly race is run ; 
He rests beside his ancestors, 

Within his narrow home. 

" Ah ! " sighed the stranger, " early days 

Spoke better things of thee ; 
How little thought I, years ago, 

How sad thy end would be ! 

" And when I saw thee wandering 

Far from the narrow way, 
I warned thee to return again, 

Nor farther go astray. 
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" Now, after many years, I come 

This day to seek thee here ; 
And find that thou hast gone before 

Thy Maker to appear 1 

" Silver and gold, and wealth and fame, 
Ambition, pomp, and show, — 

These were thy gods, and thou didst serve 
Them aU thy life below. 

" No treasure laid up in the skies, 
Thou hadst thy portion here ; 

Now others claim thy heritage, 
Nor shed for thee a tear." 

And yet awhile the stranger paused, 
And still the bell tolled on ; 

While, one by one, the busy crowd 
Dispersed, till all were gone. 

And now along the winding path 

Another corpse is borne ; 
No grandeur here, — no pomp, or show, — 

"Tis but a tiny form I 

One solitary mourner sees 
The child laid down to sleep ; 

And now she stands beside the grave, 
She tarries there to weep. 

Silently, sadly, fell the tears 

Upon that little mound ; 
Then, with a wild despairing cry, 

She sank upon the ground. 
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Then raising her large mournful eyes, 

She clasped her hands in prayer. 
The stranger listens, and again 

He wipes away a tear. 

" Father, in heaven, hear Thou my cry, 

For I am all alone ; 
Oh, give me grace, and strength to say, — 

Thy holy will be done ! " 

" And is it so, my little one ? " 

The stranger kindly said ; 
" Have you no friends to comfort you. 

No place to lay your head ? " 

" I have no home but heaven, sir, 

And, oh, I long to go ! 
My father, and my mother dear. 

Have long been there, you know. 



" It is my own twin sister, sir, 
Lies in this little grave ; 

And, oh, if I could rest with her, 
*Tis all that I would crave I 

" She loved this little spot so well, 
Under this old green tree ; 

And so I saved my money up, 
And bought it, sir, you see. 

" For Jessie knew, long time ago. 
That she was going to die ; — 

She only called it going home, 
To dwell above the sky ! 
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But I was very wicked, sir, 
And sister ¥ras so good ; 
And often undemeatli this tree, 
Together we have stood. 

" And then she used to kneel with me^ 

And teach me how to pray ; 
And soon I felt that Jesus Christ 

Had borne my sins away. 

" And oh, how happy we were then ! 

But now, my sister's gone ; 
What shall I do without her here T — 

My Father, take me home ! " 

** Poor sorrowing child," the stranger said, 

" Thy God is my Gkd too ; 
Come, we will dwell together. 

For we have one home in view. 

** We both have friends awaiting us 

On yonder shining shore ; 
Come, we will dwell together, 

'Till time with us is o'er." 

Taking the orphan by the hand, 
They walked on side by side ; 

The stranger looked upon the tomb. 
Then slowly said, and sighed, — 

" Methinks 'mid all the pomp and show 

Oft round the tomb we see, 
Of some great statesman who has closed 

His life of chivalry ; 
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" Not one of all that mournful band 

Could look to heaven, and say — 
*Twas he who taught me how to find 

The straight and narrow way. 

" But this sweet child who lived and died, 

Uncared for, and unknown. 
Shall live and reign for evermore 

Before the Eternal Throne ! *' 
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Look back ! Look back ! and think of the past^ 

Of the days that are gone by for ever ; 
Of the home of our childhood, the friends of our 
youth. 

Say, can we forget them ? " No, never ! " 

Of the warm cheery fire-side, that sacred spot, 
Where oft many loved ones would gather ; 

Though some may be scattered far over this earth, 
Say, can we forget them ? " No, never ! " 

Of the calm Sabbath evenings, when friends loved and 
dear 
Would mingle their voices together ; 
And our hearts would be raised in a sweet song of praise. 
Say, can we forget it ? " No, never ! " 

7 
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Of the sorrowful day when we stood by the bed. 
When grim death some loved tie dia sever ; 

Of the t^urs that were shed o'er the sacred dead, 
Say, can we forget them ? ** No, never 1 " 



Of the graves in the churchyard, beneath the old 
tree, 
Where they lie who oft round us would gather ; 
But though 'neath the turf they are hid from our 



view. 



Say, can we forget them ? "No, never ! 



tt 



Of the green shady lanes round our dear village 
home, 

Where oft we have sauntered with pleasure ; 
Of the glance of affection, — ^the first kiss of love, 

Say, can we forget it ? " No, never 1 " 



Of the sweet stolen meetings, beneath the green trees, 
When whispered words told us for ever, — . 

That true love would last *till life's journey was past^ 
Say, can we forget it ? " No, never 1 " 



Of the smiles and the tears, of the hopes and the 
fears. 

That ofttimes would mingle together ; 
Of the hours of gladness, and moments of sadness^ 

Say, can we forget them ? " No, never I " 
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Of the sad dav of parting from those that we loved. 
When we thought that it might be for ever ; 

Of the glad day of meeting, the warm loving greeting. 
Say, can we forget it ? " No, never ! " 

Look up ! look up to the heavenly land, 
Where loved ones shall meet ne*er to sever ; 

God grant we may rest in the realms of the blest^ 
Where we shall be parted — " No, never ! " 



^intn an t]^je ^Sfutmgt of k ^xitni. 



She left her home, her childhood's home. 

That she had loved so dear ; 
She parted from that sacred spot, 

With many a falling tear. 

She left her father's fond embrace, 

Her mother's tender care ; 
Her brother's firm unwavering love. 

Her sisters young and fair. 

But though they may be far away. 
The same deep heartfelt love 

Will follow her life's journey through 
Wherever she may rove. 
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She left her friends constant and true, 
To dwell with those unknown ; 

Save he who won her young heart's love, 
And now calls her his own. 

She left them aU with trembling heart, 

To be a faithful bride ; 
Henceforth to share her husband's home, 

To be his joy and pride. 

She bade them all a fond farewell. 
Those she had loved so dear ; 

She left her old friends far away, 
And now gains new friends here. 

Who hath not felt in this wide world, 
Where joy and sorrow blend. 

In every pleasiu-e, every pain, 
'Tis sweet to have a friend ? 

But, Oh ! we know 'tis hard to part 
From those we love so dear. 

There's nothing gives us so much pain 
As bitter parting here. 

'Tis hard to give the last embrace. 

The anguish who can tell ? 
To take a last fond lingering look 

Of those we love so well. 

But after darkness, comes the dawn, 

And sunshine, after rain ; 
There's joy mingled with sorrow. 

And pleasure mixed with pain. 
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And though they mourn the absent one, 

And though their hearts are sad, 
It yet may give them joy to know 

That other hearts are glad ; 

That others feel it a delight, 

To do their best to cheer ; 
And though old friends are far away. 

She has some true friends here. 

And though they may be parted now, 

There is a world so fair. 
Where grief can never enter ; 

There will be no parting there. 

Yes, aU shall meet together there, 

Who once were far apart ; 
And a full and free reward be given 

To each tried and faithful heart. 



^t Sgmjj «]^iKr» 



" Come nearer to my bed, mother. 
My eyes are getting dim; 

I feel too weak to-night, mother, 
To sing my little hynm. 
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" Mt feet are g e iilug ooU, mo t liBr, 

Mr heart it neartr atfll; 
Bat Toa moat not griew far me^ mathCTy 

It M God'a lM3lj wiD. 

**So do not weep for me, motlier. 
For indeed. I haTc no feara; 

Bat I can bear yoar aoba, mo t her, 
Thoogh I cannot aee yoor 



"So kiaa me onoe again, mother. 

And let jour teara be diy; 
For I am going borne, mother. 

To that worid bejrood the aky. 

** How often have yoa talked, mother. 

About that bappy borne; 
Where grief is neTer known, mother. 

And sorrow cannot oom& 

** Of its streets of whining gc^ mother. 

And the pure crystal stream; 
Of the eyerlasting song, mother — 

That never-tiring theme. 

" Of the robes the ransomed wear, mother, 

So spotless, and so white; 
Where *tb everlasting day, mother. 

And where there is no night. 

''And of the heavenly throng, mother. 
That glorious white-robed band 

That love to join the song, mother. 
As round the throne ihety stand. 
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" And how they tune their harps, mother, 

Their shining harps of gold ; 
And sing His wondrous love, mother, 

That never can be told! 

" Of its never-fading flowers, mother. 

So pleasant to the sight; 
Where they never need the sun, mother, 

For Jesus is their Light ! 

" Bow down your ear again, mother. 

My voice is very weak; 
But I must talk to you, mother. 

As long as I can speak. 

'^ I dreamed a dream last night, mother, 

That I was borne away 
Beyond the starry sky, mother. 

To the realms of endless day ! 

" But what I saw up there, mother, 

I shall not live to say; 
But I'll tell you all I can, mother, 

The little time I stay. 

" I saw my father there, mother. 

Clad in a robe of white; 
And a crown was on his brow, mother, 

So dazzling and so bright ! 

" And Willie he was there, mother, 

And sister Jessie, too ; 
And our last darling babe, mother, 

That lived but months a few. 
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" Tou know that on this earth, mother, 

Jessie was passing fair ; 
But she was more lovely still, mother, 

For she looked so radiant there. 

** So our loved ones all are there, mother. 

Safe in that world above ; 
And we shall join them soon, mother. 

And sing the Saviour's love. 

" But listen yet again, mother. 

For I have more to tell; 
I saw the Saviour there, mother. 

Who redeemed our soiils from helL 

" He took me by the hand, mother. 

And oh ! so sweetly smiled; 
And spoke in gentle tones, mother, 

And called me His own child. 

"The music of His voice, mother. 

It was so passing sweet ; 
It was more than I could bear, mother, 

And I fell down at His feet. 

** But He raised me up again, mother. 
Yes, with His own strong hand; 

And said I was at home, mother, 
Safe in my Father's land. 

" Then He took a dazzling crown, mother, 

And placed it on my brow; 
I dreamed it all so plain, mother, 

I think I feel it now. 
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" I soon shall wear the crown, mother, 

In yon blissful realms of light; 
The angels now are waiting, 

So, mother dear, good-night." 

The mother gazed with streaming eyes 

Upon the lifeless clay; 
And said, " My loved ones, one by one, 

Have aU been borne away. 

" And though Thou hast, my Father, 

Removed them one by one. 
Yet I will with submission say, 

* Father, Thy will be done ! * 

" I am lonely here, my Father, 

Earth has no charms for me ; 
Oh, when wilt Thou in mercy take 

My weary soul to Thee ? 

" I wait Thy time, my Father, 

To carry me above, 
Where I shall dwell for ever 

Secure in Thy love; 

" And meet all those, my Father, 

That I have loved so well ; 
With them and Thee in glory 

For evermore to dwell." 



-i.c^<>-*s^- 
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$ndiimi% in t^t ^itt of ^nt S^vbiovac. 



Hearken to the angeU Binging, 
Telling of the Saviour's birth; 

" Olory, Olory in the highest ! 
Qood-will to men, and Peace on earth. 



t* 



Shepherds o'er their flocks were watching, 
When the herald angel sang; — 

'' Fear yon not, I bring good tidings, 
Christ is bom in Bethlehem ! " 

Christ, whose reign shall be for ever, 
Christ, the Saviour, long foretold; 

Christ, beloved of the Father, 
Lives, who was ordained of old. 

Wise men now present their treasures. 
Gold, and frankincense, and myrrh; 

And with adoration worship 
Christ, the bright, the Morning Star ! 

When He left yon heavenly mansion, 
Laid His glorious robes aside, 

Then He gave His life a ransom. 
Then He suffered, bled, and died. 

Follow Him through life's rough journey, 
Mark His tenderness and love ; 

Boundless grace and deep compassion 
Brought Him from the realms above ! 
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Uear His words, ye heavy laden, 

All who are by sin oppressed, — 
" Take My easy yoke upon you, 

Come, and I will give you rest/ 

See the fearful weak disciples. 

Battling with the stormy wave; 
Where, oh, where is their Deliverer, 

He who has the power to save ? 

Filled with dread, almost despairing. 

Doubt and fear their bosoms fill ; 
But the Saviour now draws near them. 

And He whispers, " Peace ! be stilL" 

Then the billows cease their raging. 

And the winds obey His voice; 
While His fearing, doubting children 

Qaze with wonder, yet rejoice. 

See Him fasting, tried and tempted, 

In the lonely wilderness; 
Thus He knoweth how to succour 

All who are by sin oppressed. 

See Him blessing little children. 

While His followers bid them flee; 
But the Saviour kindly whispers, 

" Suffer them to come to Me." 

See Him by the grave side standing. 

Where His friend in silence sleeps; 
Moved with pity and compassion, 

Lo ! the loving Saviour weeps. 
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From the tomb He calls the sleeper, 
Bids the mourners* tears cease flow; 

Then He says to those around Him, 
** Loose his bands and let him go.'* 

All His life was full of pity, 
All His wonders none can tell; 

Causing those around to publish, 
'' This Man doeth all things well.** 

See Him stand condemned to suffer 
Vengeance due to guilty man; 

Pity for our lost condition 
Formed the all redeeming plan. 

See Him toiling up the mountain, 
Climbing Calvary's rugged steep; 

Angels look on Him, and wonder. 
Mortals gaze on Him and weep ! 

See Him scoffed at, scourged, reviled. 
Hear Him in His anguish groan; 

Tet He says, in meek submission, 
" Father, not My will be done.^ 



tt 



See the weak disciples sleeping, 
Leaving Him to pray alone; 

Hear Him with His Father wrestling. 
Hear His agonizing groan ! 

See Him suffering, bleeding, dying, 
Hear that last sad bitter cry ; 

As He hangs 'twixt earth and heaven, 
" Mi, lamay sdbachjthani I " 
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Hark ! He cries out " It is finished ! " 

Bows His Sacred Head, and dies; 
Finished now the great transaction, 

Offered up the Sacrifice ! 

In the silent tomb they laid Him, 

Placed the stone and seal in vain ; 
Jesus, faithful to His promise, 

On the third day rose again. 

See the trembling weeping Mary, 

Mourning o'er her Master's doom; 
Searching for her risen Saviour, 

In the dark and silent tomb. 

Hear her say in pleading accents, 
'^ Sir, if thou hast borne Him hence, 

Tell me where thou hast laid Him, 
Keep me not in this suspense." 

Jesus saith unto her, " Mary 1 " 

Then she turns in glad surprise. 
And beholds her Lord and Master 

Stand before her wondering eyes. 

See Him meet with His disciples, 

Chasing all their fears away, 
Turning sadness into gladness, — 

Turning darkness into day. 

Hear His words to doubting Thomas, 

" Thrust thy hand into My side; 
Be not faithless, — but believing. 

And in Me alone abide ! " 
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See the two diflciples walking; 

Ab they journey they are nd; 
But the loTing Saviour nean than. 

And Hia preaenoe makea them gjad ! 

Thus He sought to soothe thar sorrowi^ 
Thus He sought to cheer their way; 

Telling them if they were faithful. 
They should reach the realms of day I 

See Him from the Mount ascending 
Up to where He was before; 

Angels now before Him bending^ 
Ail His boundless love adore. 

From His Royal Throne in glory. 
He beholds us when we stray; 
Says, in tones of deep compassion, 

" Follow Me, I AM THB WAT ! 

" Come, and I will love you freely. 
Come, and hide you in My breast; 

Oh, ye weary, heavy laden. 
Come, and I will give you rest. 

" Come, although your sins are scarlet^ 
I will wash them white as snow; 

Come, and know your sins forgiven, 
Taste a Saviour^s love below." 

Saviour, by Thy grace assisting, 
We would humbly follow Thee; 

When this mortal life is ended. 
And our spirits are set free, — 
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Saviour, in Thy great compassion, 

Raise us to the reabns above; 
There, with all Thy ransomed children, 

May we sing Thy boundless love. 

Blessing, Honour, Power, and Olory, 

Be ascribed to Thy Great Name; 
Endless praises and dominion 

To the Lamb that once was slain ! 
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Mat Heaven bless thee, litUe one, 

Upon thy natal day ; 
Thou wast committed to our care 

In the smiling month of May. 

When first I saw thy infant form. 
My heart was filled with joy ; 

E'en greater bliss than when I gazed 
Upon my baby boy. 

And day by day, and week by week, 
Thy mfant charms expand ; 

And oh ! I would not part with thee 
For riches, house, or land. 

Thy fairy form, thy smiling faoe^ 

Is pleasant to behold ; 
And to us at home who love thee, 

Thou art worth thy weight in gold ( 
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The year has nearly sped away, 

With all its joy and sorrow ; 
And we can ne'er recall the past, 

Or count upon to-morrow. 

And when we think of days gone by, 

We cannot help but sighing: 
How many vows we all have made, 

On owr own strength relying ! 

How oft the Saviour's voice has called, 

His mercies o'er us yearning ; 
But we, alas ! have turned away, 

His invitations spuming. 

The sins and follies of the year 

Have loudly called for vengeance ! 
But God hath kindly granted us 

Time for sincere repentance. 

Great Saviour, look upon us now, 

Oh, hear our supplication ! 
Forgive the follies of the year. 

And show us Thy salvation. 

Oh, that we from this time may be 

By Thy Good Spirit lighted ; 
Oh, Saviour, let us never be 

By sin again benighted ! 

May we, the time we have to live, 

Live always in Thy favour ; 
And may we ever find in Thee 

A kind, and loving Saviour ! 

8 
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Oh, teach us henoeforih how to live^ 
Not seeking our own pleasure : — 

May our affectionu be above, 
Laid up in heaven our treasure. 

Whatever be our lot on earth, 
Oh, may we seek Thy blesding ; 

And we shall ne'er be destitute, 
Thy heavenly love possessing. 

And when our race on earth is run, 
May we, through Jesus* merits 

For ever free from sin and death, 
Eternal life inherit. 



^t ^tbf ifjtar* 



The New Year bursts upon our view, 
We know not who may see it through ; 

The future is unluiown. 
The present time alone is ours, 
Then oh, my soul, with all thy power, 

Seek for a heavenly home. 

What though the world and sin allure. 
Life is uncertain,— death is sure ; 

Then oh, my soul, be wise : 
Repent at ouce, without delay, 
And seek, while it is called to-day, 

A mansion iu the skied I 
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The little child, with bounding step, 
With sparkling eye, and coral lip, 

May fade, and droop, and die; 
And many hearts may be forlorn, 
Because some cherished, tiny form 

Beneath the sod doth lie ! 

The boy so full of mirth and glee. 
From every care and sorrow free, 

Disease may lay him low. 
His boimding heart may cease to beat. 
His loved voice ne*er again may greet 

The mourning ones below. 

The youthful maiden, full of grace. 
May early find a resting place 

Beneath the dewy sod. 
And those who mourn the cherished clay 
Should hear the siunmons to them say, — 

" Prepare to meet your God ! " 

The happy wife that looks with pride 
Upon the husband by her side, 

Long ere the year has gone. 
In sable robes may be arrayed, 
Her dearest treasure in the grave. 

Her widowhood may mourn ! 

The mother of a joyous band. 

Who, as her children round her stand. 

Thinks of long years to come; 
The silent messenger of death 
May call her to resign her breath, 

And lay her in the tomb ! 
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The aged man, with hoary hair, 
With furrowed brow, betokening care, 

May quit his cumbrous clay; 
His spirit wing its rapid flight 
Far from this world, where sin doth bli^t. 

To realms of endless day ! 

And thus it is, we none can know 
If health, or sickness, joy, or woe, 

Or life, or death, shall be. 
Father, into Thy hands we fall. 
Thou knowest what is best for all, — 

We leave it. Lord, to Thee. 

But when our years on earth shall cloeo. 
And when we face our final foe. 

Oh, Saviour, be Thou near; — 
Conduct us through the valley's shade. 
And lend us Thy all-powerful aid, 

And with Thy presence cheer. 

And in that Heavenly Home above. 
Where angels sing of Jesus' love, 

May we the chorus swell ; 
And ever live in His embrace, — 
A^id ever see Him, face to face ! — 

Who doeth all things well. 
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'TWAS on a summer's eve, calm, calm, and 
Still ; and not a sound was heard, save now 
And then, the rustlmg of a leaf; — the silvery 
Moon spread her clear light around. 
Beneath an old oak tree a youthful 
Maiden sat, her head bowed down — 
Her frame convulsed with sobs. 
But^ hush ! she hears a rustling 'midst 
The trees ; and throwing back her 
Clustering curls, damp with the 
Dew of eve, she listens breathlessly, 
Then wipes away her tears, and rises 
Prom her seat ; — ^then from a winding 
In the wood a youth steps forth, 
With form erect, — ^yet with a trembling 
In his frame, which tells there is a 
Struggle going on in that proud heart. 

At length he speaks, — " So, Nelly, you are 
Here, true to your word. I almost feared 
You would not hear again my 
Vows, or listen to my words of love. 
But, Nelly, darling, why so pale, and 
Cold, and sad ? you were not wont to 
Greet me thus. Can you not trust me ? — 
I who have loved you long, and 
Tenderly, even from my boyhood's earliest 
Days. Speak to me, Nelly, you will not 
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Cast me off, because I do not hold 
Your Faith ! My love for you remains 
Unaltered still, — Say, will you not 
To-morrow be my bride ? ** 

" Bernard, God knows I love you too with 
All a woman's deep and ardent love; but 
Yet I cannot, dare not, be your 
Bride ! Nay, more than this, sooner 
Than wed one who would dare to say 
There is no God 1 I would lay me 
Down and die, and in the cold 
Damp grave forget my sorrow. 
Oh ! Bernard, I can ne'er forget the 
Day you left me, three long years 
Ago, and how we kneeled together 
Hand in hand, and sought the 
Guidance of the God of Heaven. 
He who has, in mercy, preserved 
You until now. Has He not brought 
You back, in safety, to your own loved land ? 

" Will you not own it was His mercy 
Saved you from a watery grave. 
When once, yea twice, you sank beneath 
The raging billows, and after all were 
Saved ? And yet you did not look with 
Grateful eyes to Heaven, and say, * My 
God, I thank Thee; ' — ^but dare to say 
'Twas all a chance. And you dare deny 
The God who made you. Oh, Bernard, think 
Upon our parents, cold and still they 
Lay in'yonder graveyard; — even now 
I see the cold white marble tombs, on 
Which the moonbeams play. Look, Bernard, 
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Look, perhaps that sight may melt 
Your rocky heart, that used 
To be so tender; and as you look, 
Think of the day our dear departed ones 
Were laid beneath the sod. Think of your 
Mother's dying words: — * Bernard, my son. 
My only son, take heed and hearken 
To my words, the last that you will 
Ever hear me speak, engrave them 
On your heart; trust me, my son. 
That they will lead you safely home.' 

" Even now I think I hear your sobs. 
And see you take that cold white hand 
Within your own. ■ And then, with trembling 
Voice, utter these words, — * This God shall 
Be my God, for ever and ever ! He shall 
Be my Guide even unto death ! ' 
You have not forgotten those words. 
Bernard, you weep, thank God ! 
Your h^trt is melting: Listen yet 
Again, do you not remember her 
Look of love to me ? And her dying 
Words of counsel: * Nelly, my dear adopted 
Chfld, look to my son, my well-beloved 
Son; cease not to pray for him both 
Mom and eve. And meet me, oh, my 
Children, meet me in the world beyond 
The tomb ! ' And then remember, Bernard, 
How we kneeled beside the lifeless clay. 
And prayed that the Great God of 
Heaven would be our Refuge ! 
We were all alone in this cold world. 
Did He not hear our prayers for guidance 
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And direction ? hath He not dealt bountifully with ns, 
And showered upon us blessings, — 
Even all that heart could wish ? 

" Oh, Bernard, hear me yet again : 
Can you look upon this world, this 
Glorious world, — that starry sky, — 
That silvery moon, — these noble trees, — 
These fields of waving com, — and 
Say, There is no Qod ? — ^Nay, more, search 
Deep into your heart; think 
Of the day when your immortal spirit 
Shall take its everlasting flight. 
And tell me, can you say, there is no Qod f " 

Then came the answer: "Nelly, dear, it 
Is enough. I have been foolish. 
Wayward. I have wandered far 
Prom Qod, Kneel with me, Nelly, 
Peradventure He will hear your . 
Prayer, and take me back into 
His fold. Qod is my Witness, from 
This hour I take Him for my Guide 1 " 

Then folding both his arms around 
The trembling girl, he kissed her 
Brow and lips; and from that 
Moment they were one in heart ! 



affection's offeeing. 121 



W^t gnitti»rJ)r*8 Cj^ilir* 



*TWAS a dark dreary night, and the rain was fast falling, 
The wind from the eastward blew piercing and cold, 

As I saw from my window, just under the gas-lamp, 
The trembling form of a child ten years old. 

Her hair himg in clusters of fair auburn ringlets. 
Her blue eyes looked wistfully, timidly round ; 

As she gathered her shawl tighter round her fair shoulders. 
And trembled and shrunk back at every sound. 

Then she clasped her small dimpled hands meekly to- 
gether, 

I saw her lips moving, and knew 'twas in prayer; 
And I thought, as I gazed, she looked more like an angel. 

So radiant with beauty, so passingly fair ! 

Then ringing the bell, I dismissed an attendant 
To bring tiie fair maiden at once to my home ; 

And I thought in my heart — " If the chUd is an orphan, 
I will take her, adopt her, and call her my own ! ** 

In a few moments more she was standing beside me, 
Confidingly resting her head on my breast; 

And I felt at that moment, to own such a treasure, 
I would willingly give all the wealth I possessed. 
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I thought of the day when I stood by the grave-side, 
Where my husband and only child silently lay; 

And I said in my grief, I am widowed and childless. 
Oh, would I could rest with the beautiful clay ! 

My heart was rebellious, and nought could console me, 
UntU I could look to my Saviour and God, — 

To Him who had led me through sorrow's dark waters, 
To Him who had bid me pass under the rod. 

I know that my husband and child are safe landed. 

For truly they trusted in Jesus alone; 
And I know at the gate of yon heavenly city 

They are watching, and waiting to welcome me home. 

But I am digressing, so back to my subject^ 

'Tis not my own history I would relate. 
But that of the sweet child now standing beside me. 

So sad was her yoimg life, so mournful her fote. 

Again and again did I kiss the fair forehead. 
And bade her her sorrows to me to unfold ; 

Then she raised her large mournful eyes sadly towards 
me, 
And this was the sorrowful tale that she told : — 

" My name is Grace Leslie, I am not an orphan. 
My own dear mamma," — ^but at that beloved name 

The rosy lips quivered, the fairy form trembled. 
And deep sobs convulsed the small delicate frame. 

Then checking them back she went on with her stoiy, 

" I fear, oh, I fear she is going to die ; 
But she tells me that if I am good I shaJl meet her, 

And be a bright angel above the blue sky. 
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" 'Tis four years ago, ma*am, but well I remember, 
We had sach. a beautiful, beautiful home ; 

And all the day long we were joyous and happy. 
And thought not of trials or troubles to coma 

"And all round our home my dear parents were wel- 
come, 

Wherever a mansion or humble cot stood ; 
And mamma would smile sweetly to hear papa*s praises, 

For every one said he was noble and good ! 

" And every morning, and every evening. 

Papa and mamma used to kneel down and pray ; 

And oh, I remember the words that they uttered, 
Ab if they had spoken them only to-day ! 

" I have heard mamma say she saw no cloud arising. 
Nor dreamed of the storm that was so close at hand ; 

But she told me it led her much nearer to Jesus, 
And made her think more of the Heavenly land. 

" But weeks passed away, and mamma's face grew paler, 
Because dear papa would stay hours away ; 

And when he returned it was late in the evening. 
And then he would never kneel with us to pray. 

'< His hand used to tremble, his eyes became bloodshot. 
And often harsh words to mamma he would speak ; 

And young as I was, my heart filled with angui^ 
When I saw the sad tears rolling down her pale cheek. 

" And then she would kneel down gently beside him, 

And, taking his trembling hand in her own, 
Would beseech him to think of the days that were gone 

by,. 

Of his wife, and his child, and our once happy home ! 
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" But trials and troubles came thickly upon us, 
And rarely it was that mamma ever smiled ; 

Except when she clasped her arms tenderly round me, 
And whispered, — *God bless you, — my own darling 
child!' 

" Then those that once flattered looked coldly upon us. 
And in our great sorrow they left us alone ! 

So we left oiu" dear home in the beautiful coimtry, 
And came here to dwell where we would be ui^mown. 

" And every day dear papa plunges deeper. 
And farther and farther he wanders astray ; 

And every day my dear mother grows weaker, 
And surely, too surely, is passing away. 

• 

" I left her this evening so peacefully sleeping. 
No traces of sorrow upon her sweet face ; 

And, oh ! were it not for my poor erring father, 
I would go with mamma to her last resting place. 

" For three weary years, in storm and in sunshine, 
With a sorrowful heart I have wended my way, 

To beg of my father to leave his companiolis. 
And oft have I waited till dawning of day. 

" And as I have gone I have never ceased praying 

That his heart might be turned from darkness to light ; 

I go now to him with the blissful assurance. 
That my prayers will be answered, yes, even to-night ! " 

" Poor child ! " I replied, " your young life has been 
blighted. 

But Jesus is yours, and you are not alone ; 
And now, ere you seek your poor wandering father. 

Perhaps you will kindly guide me to your home." 
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In a few moments more we set out on our journey, 
The sky was beclouded, no stars gave their light ; 

The wind through the branches was mournfully sighing. 
And seemed to betoken a rough stormy night. 

In a neat humble cottage we quietly entered, 
And there on a low couch the sufferer lay ; 

And I gazed on the pale face so calm and so peaceful, 
And thought, with the child, — she is passing away ! 

With a smile of much sweetness she greeted our entrance, 
While the maiden explained to her how we had met ; 

Then taking my hand, she, with gratitude, pressed it^ 
And gave me a look I shall never forget. 

Once more the child went out in search of her father. 
While I sat, a watcher, beside the sick bed ; 

My heart throbbed with pity, my eyes filled with tears, 
Afi I listened to all that the s\:dSferer said : 

" My sweet child has told you our sorrowful story. 
Of which it is sad indeed for me to speak ; 

But one heart alone knows the depth of my sorrow, 
His grace is sufficient, though I am so weak. 

"A few years ago, and no home was more happy, 
No husband more loving and tender than mine ; 

And day after day my heart's choicest affections 
Bound him and my only child fondly did twine. 

" And oh ! how I loved them, words cannot express it, 
For they were the sunshine and joy of my home ; 

I thought more of the gifts than 1 did of the Giver, 
Therefore He permitted this trial to come. 
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** I have laid all my burdens and cares upon Jesus, 
Though a few days ago my sorrow was wild, 

When I thought the cold grave would soon close upon me, 
And leave unprotected my beautiful child." 

I had just cheered her heart with a few words of promise, 
When a murmur of voices was heard in the street ; 

A strange fear came o'er us, and hushed were our whispers, 
As nearer the house came the trampling of feet. 

And as I stood trembling, the door gently opened, 
And a rough, kindly voice hesitatingly said, — 

'* 'Tis your child we have brought, ma'am, I grieve much 
to say it. 
But I very much fear that the maiden is dead ! *' 

A few words sufficed to tell the sad story, 

The child could not stand 'gainst the pitiless blast ; 

And her fair form was hurled down a steep rugged 
mountain, 
Which for so many years she in safety had passed. 

The beautiful form lay all mangled and bleeding. 
But she opened her blue eyes, and peacefully smiled ; 

While the poor mother cried out, in bitterest anguish, 
" Oh, Father of Mercies, look down on my child ! " 

Not one sigh escaped from the lips of the maiden. 
As with tsnderest care she was laid on the bed ; 

A radiant smile played over her features. 

As she looked at her mother, and joyfully said, — 

" Mamma, dear mamma, I shall be there before you. 
Above the blue sky and the bright shining sun ; 

And there I will wait at the gates of the city. 
To welcome my own dear mamma to her home. 
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" But hush ! 'tis my father, I hear hun returning: 
Thank God, I shaJl see him once more ere I die ; 

This night he will turn from his sin and his folly, 
This night he will promise to meet me on high." 

With a coimtenance fuU of remorse and of anguish, 
The father soon entered and stood by the bed ; 

While the maiden, whose strength was now nearly 
exhausted, 
Placed her small hand in his, and with tenderness said : — 

" Papa, dear papa, I am going to leave you, 
In a few moments more you will see your child die ; 

I go to the home of which you used to tell me, 
That beautiful city, beyond the blue sky ! 

" But for many long years, dear papa, you have wandered 
In the broad road that leads to destruction and woe ; 

But now I beseech you return to the Saviour, 
And serve Him the rest of your journey below. 

** Oh, think of the hours my dear suffering mother 

Has been watching, and weeping, and praying for you ; 

And gladden, oh gladden her heart with the promise, 
Tou will turn from your sins, and begin life anew. 

*'And though the cold grave may embrace both your 
loved ones. 

And though you may travel life's journey alone, 
Yet think of the day we shall be re-united. 

And ne'er part again in our Heavenly Home ! " 

" Oh, wretch that I am ! " cried the sorrowing father, 
" I have brought both my loved ones to misery's brink ; 
Great God ! from this very hour. Thou art my Witness, 
I will never again taste a drop of strong drink. 
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" Oh, would that my wife and my child might be spared 
To witness, with joy, my return to the fold ; 

Oh, would I could prove my repentance sincere, 
Before they are speechless, and silent, and cold ! " 

Again and again did the husband and father 

Implore forgiveness for all he had done ; 
But his pleadings were checked as he looked at his 
daughter, 

And listened, with awe, to the song that she sung: 

" I am passing, dear father, safe over the river, 
Life's brief day of anguish soon, soon will be o'er ; 

1 go to the home where om* lov'd ones are dwelling. 
Oh, hasten to meet me on that peaceful shore ! 

" Papa, dear papa, see the golden gates open ! 

Bright angels are waiting to welcome me through 
Soon, soon I shall join in their loud Hallelujah, 

And sing the glad song that for ever is new. 

" Farewell, dear mamma, very soon you will join me. 
And dwell in the beautiful mansions on high ; 

Where death shall ne'er enter, and partings ne'er sever, — 
Papa, you will meet us in Heaven, — Good-bye.* 

A sweet smile illumined the face of the maiden. 
Her sorrows were ended, her youthful heart still ; 

While the agonized father bent over and whispered, 
" By Gk)d's grace assisting me, darling, I will. 

" This night by the side of my child's lifeless body. 
And by the sick bed of the wife of my youth. 

Great God, in Thy strength, I renounce all my errors. 
And by Thy help serve Thee, and walk in Thy truth." 
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For many long weeks did the suffering wife linger 
Between life and death, but relief came at last ; 

Tears of joy filled the eyes of the penitent husband, 
When he heard the glad news that the crisis was past. 

The sun of prosperity once more shone on them, 

And a peace which the world cannot give filled their 
breast ; 

And sweet was the thought of a joyful re-union 
With the child of their love in the Haven of Rest ! 
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The Sim was sinking in the west, 

Tipping the hills with gold ; 
The little lark sang merrily. 

The sheep were in the fold. 

And naturb all looked blithe and gay, 

In her robe of green arrayed ; 
The verdant lawn was decked with flowers, 

The cooling fountains played. 

Clad in a robe of spotless whit6, 

A youthful maiden stands ; 
Her eyes cast down, her cheek as pale 

As the lily in her hand ! 

9 
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At length ahe hears a well-known step, 

And looking up she spied 
A handsome-loolung noble youth, — 

It was young Ernest Clyde. 

And gently taking one small hand, 

He clasped it in his own ; 
" So, Lilly dear, to-morrow 

You must leave your own dear home." 

" Yes, Ernest, we must leave you now. 

Physicians all agree, 
Mamma must very shortly die, 

Unless we cross the sea. 

" So, Ernest, take these simple gifts. 

This lily pure and white ; 
And close it in this best of books. 

And read it mom and night. 

" The fading flower will teach you that 

All earthly joys must die ; 
The book will sweetly point you to 

True bliss beyond the d^, 

" And when you kneel both mom and eve, 
Oh ! breathe a prayer for me^ 

Your own, your loving Lilly, 
Far, far across the sea." 

" I will," he said, in solemn tone, 

" Whatever my lot may be. 
Both mom and eve, yea every hour, 

I'll breathe a prayer for thee. 
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" And, Lilly, you will not forget 

How oft in your young life, 
You said none but yoiu* own sweet self 

Should be my little wife. 

" And now you must for several years 

Dwell in a distant land ; 
And, Lilly dear, while far away, 

Others will seek your hand. 

** But now, before we say Farewell, 

Oh, promise me, I pray, 
That none shall steal my lovely flower. 

While you are far away." 

He passed his arm gently around 

The lovely trembling child. 
And bent his long and earnest gaze 

Upon her eyes so mild. 

" These pearly drops that even now 

Are glistening in your eyes. 
This trembling form, — this beating heart. 

These deep,^ iMt stifled sighs 

" TeU me tlhat I alone possess 

Your undivided heart ; 
And with this thought, no, not for worlds ! 

I could not, would not, part" 

And then in accents soft and low 

He breathed a solemn vow ; 
Then bending down, he pressed a kiss 

Upon her snowy brow. 
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Again and yet again he pressed 

The maiden to his heart ; 
And truly these young lovers felt 

How hard it was to part. 

Day after day, week after week, 
Month after month rolled by ; 

And now 'tis four long years and mote 
Since Lilly went away. 

Her mother, quite restored to health. 

Is anxious to return 
To the dwelling place of early years. 

Her first and dearest home. 

And full of joy our Lilly writes, — 
" A few more weeks, and then 

I shall stand within my own loved home 
And by your side again. 

" We come home in our own new ship, 
'Tis called the Ernest Clyde ; 

She is a noble vessel. 
And gallantly doth ride." 

And Ernest reads the welcome news, 
And his heart is filled with joy ; 

He dreams of earthly happiness^ 
And bliss without alloy. 



*Twa8 night, and loud the thunder roar'd, 
And wind and wave rose high ; 

The lightning's vivid flash was seen 
Across the angry sky. 
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Nor silvery moon nor twinkling star 
Peered through the gathering gloom ; 

But all around the yawning sea 
Looked dismal as the tomb. 

That noble ship, the Ernest Clyde, 

Was tossed on that rough sea ; 
No single ray of hope was left, 

And time passed mournfully. 

Aiyl many think of home and friends. 

And many in anguish sigh ; 
For oh, how precious home appears 

When we are called to die ! 

The husband clasped his gentle wife, 

And bade her look above 
To Him who rules the stormy sea, — 

To Him whose name is Love ! 

In frantic grief a mother knelt, 

And clasped her first-bom child ; 
But the little innocent looked up 

Into her face and smiled ; 

Unmindful of the danger. 

Gazed mth wonder on the rest ; 
Then laying down its little head. 

Nestled closer to her breast. 

A father knelt in anguish deep. 

Over a fainting form ; 
" Lilly, my only precious child, 

Woiild you had not been bom! ** 
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Darker and darker grew the night, 
Louder the thunder roared ; 

And fear, and anguish, and diBtress^ 
Prevailed o'er all on board. 

There came a loud, a fearful crash, 
A great, a mighty shock ; 

Then the despairing cry went round, 
She's struck upon a rock ! 

Fainter and fainter grew the cries. 
As they sank to rise no more ; 

'Till of the passengers and crew. 
Survivors were but four ! 

Another ship was in that storm, 
And tried in vain to save ; 

Then sent the tidings home that all 
Had found a watery grave. 

The glorious sun in splendour rose. 
And smiled on the calm blue sea ; 

Not a ripple was left to tell the tale 
Of the last night's misery. 

And drifting in a little boat, 

Half dead with despair and grief. 

No living soul to hear them cry. 
Or any to bring relief I 

Pale, calm, and cold our Lilly sat, 
And though her grief was wild, 

She calmed her own deep sorrow, 
And soothed a gentle child. 
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Hour after hour passed away, 

And night came on again ; 
All day they'd been buoyed up with hope, 

But hope, alas, seemed vain ! 

Again the tempest's voice is heard, 

Again the wailing cry ; 
But a light is in the distance seen, 

A ship is passing by. 

" Hark I to that cry of deep distress, 

I hear it yet again ; 
Quick, quick, my men ! " the captain cried, 

" And let the life-boat down." 

Some moments more of dread suspense, 

And then the suflferers see 
A life-boat, — and 'tis nearing them. 

Over the angry sea. 

Some moments more and they are safe 
On a ship that is homeward bound ; 

And kind and sympathising hearts 
Gather in pity round. 



Now we'll return to Ernest's home. 
And see what's passing there ; 

For he has heard the dreadful news. 
And sinks into despair. 

He knows not that his Lilly's saved, 

But, waking or asleep. 
He sees nought but her lovely form 

Sinking into the deep ! 
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Day after day his health declined, 
And life seem3d waning fast ; 

Physicians shook their heads and said 
That every hope was past. 

" Mother, why are you so sad ? '* 
Our Ernest said one day ; 

" 'Tis only when I see you weep 
I have a wish to stay, — 
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To stay and comfort you, Mother, 
Though there's nought can comfort me, 
Since my dearest earthly treasure 
Is buried in the sea. 

" Mother, I have no wish to live, 

I long to welcome death, 
And underneath the green yew tree 

To lay me down and rest." 

But joyful tidings soon he hears. 

That Lilly's life was saved ; 
That she had been in danger's hour 

Snatched from a watery grave. 

Soon he beholds her lovely form. 

And clasps her to his heart ; 
Then murmurs in a trembling tone — 

We have only met to part ! 

And Lilly notes the pallid brow, 

And sinking at his feet. 
She cried in piteous accents, — 

" Oh ! is it thus we meet ? 
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" My father, and my mother dear, 

Both found a watery grave ; 
And I alone, out of the three, 

I, only I, was saved ! 

" Theur grave is in the boundless deep, 

Far from our native shore ; 
Oh, would that I had died with them. 

If hope for you is o'er. 

" And, Ernest, on that fearful night, 

When on the angry sea, 
It was for you alone I lived, — 

Now, Ernest, live for me ! " 

" God spare me, for thy own dear sake. 

Life would be sweet with thee ; 
But, Lilly dear, it is too late, — 

There is no hope for me ! " 

But who can tell the power of love. 

What wonders it hath wrought ? 
Back from the portals of the grave. 

Love many a one has brought. 

And Ernest felt its healing power. 

As days and weeks passed by. 
The colour came back to his cheek. 

The lustre to his eye. 

Again they stand in that sweet spot. 

As they did in days of yore ; 
And talk of happy days to come, — 

Of troubles that are o'er. 
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Again he clasped her to his hearty 
And looked on her with pride ; 

Then gently whispered in her ear, 
" My own, my lovely bride ! " 

And now my tale is ended. 

Will any dare to say, — 
That the deep true love of childhood's years 

Shall ever pass away ? 
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Why looks the mother lonely, 

Within her cottage home ? 
Even when her first-bom's prayer ascends 

To the Almighty's throne. 

And her lovely cradled infant 

Is calmly sleeping by ; 
Safe guarded by a mother's care, 

A mother's watchful eye. 

It is a sunmier's evening, 

And all is calm and still ; 
Saving the music of the birds, 

And rippling of the rill. 

The fragrance of a thousand flowers 
Through the open casement came ; 

And rosebuds tapp'd with graceful nod 
At every window pane. 
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And nature's voice is saying 

To every heart — rejoice ; 
Yet is the mother pensive, 

And mournful is her voice. 

She is waiting the home coming 

Of one to her so dear, 
Who alone can chase her sadness, 

And check the silent tear. 

For hours she has listened. 

Nor even spoke a word ; 
Till she is sad and weary, — 

Weary with hope deferred. 

At length her ear catches 

The welcome well-known sound ; 
And soon her husband's loving arms 

Encircle her around. 

He kisses her fair forehead, 

And pats her pale cheek ; 
Gazes intently on his babe. 

But has no word to speak. 

There is a cloud upon his brow. 

His lips are firmly pressed ; 
He tries in vain to still his fears. 

And calm his troubled breast. 

He sits down by his cheerful fire, 

In silence takes his meal ; 
And scarcely seems to note at all 

His Ellen's mute appeal. 
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The clock is sadly ticking, 
And seems to him to say. 

The evening hour is passing, — 
Is passing swift away. 

The wife is watching anxiously, 
With countenance distressed ; 

She knows the struggle going on 
Within her husband's breast. 

At length he takes her hand in his, 
And, with a heavy agh. 

Looks anxiously and tenderly 
Upon her tearfid eye. 

" Say, is there any trouble 
Your Ellen may not share ? 

Or any burden," she inquired, 
*' I may not help to bear ? " 

She spoke in gentle accents, — 
" All through our wedded life. 

Tell me, dear husband, have I been 
Less the true friend than wife ? " 

" Nay, Ellen, nay, 'tis only this. 

My spirits are so low ; 
And yet, in truth, I know not why, 

So do not tremble so. 

" You know my labour of to-night 
Is no new thing with me ; 

But one which I have often done 
Successfully, you see. 
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""The *Be8Bie' is expected 

To land ber cargo near, 
But not until the moon goes down : 

There is no cause for fear. 

" But what should make me joyous,** 

He in a whisjier said, 
" Weighs down my heart as if its veins 

Were filled with molten lead." 

" Then go not, dearest husband, 
With that reckless daring band ; 

But listen to my warning voice, 
And to my prayer attend.'* 

" That prayer of thine, my Ellen, 

So often urged before, 
Will soon be answered ; but to-night 

Must see me on the shore. 

** Ere midnight comes I must be there, 

For I have pledged my word ; 
After that, with the smugglers' band 
. My voice shall not be heard. 

"And now farewell, my Ellen, 
This will be my last night ! " 

He kissed his boy and babe once more^ 
And soon was out of sight. 

And Ellen watched him 'till he reached 

The turning of the road ; 
Then sighing heavily, she turned 

Again to her abode. 
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Then kneeling down in anguish deep 

Beside her boy and babe, 
She offered up her prayer to Him 

Who, alone, has power to save ! 

But Herbert hurried onward, 

Until he stood alone 
Before a stately mansion 

That once had been his own. 

In an unguarded moment 

He allowed some smuggled goods 

To remain within his cellars 
'Till they could be removed. 

But they were soon discovered, 
And Herbert, sad at heart, 

Was forced to give up all his wealth, 
And from his home to part. 

The lofty mansion was exchanged 
For the cottage on the moor ; 

And instead of mingling with the greaty 
He dwelt among the poor. 

But as a recompence for loss 

Of character and wealth. 
He had a conscience void of wrong, 

Nor guilty felt himself. 

He knew that in adversity 
His wife was still the same; 

For had he not, unwillingly. 
Disgraced his noble name ? 
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Was there not hope in every tone 

Of her sweet gentle voice, 
And in each glajace of her blue eye 

That made his heart rejoice ? 

The smile of affection 

Beamed ever on her face ; 
More gentle was her winning voice, 

More loving her embrace. 

And thus it was she sought to soothe 

His sorrows day by day ; 
*Till he thought his humble cot as bright 

As the mansion far away ! 

But because he felt himself to be 

A wronged and injured man, 
And partly from necessity. 

He joined the smugglers' band t 

In vain his wife had tried to wean 

Him from a course of crime ; 
His answer was — " I'll persevere 

'Till that lost estate is mine ! " 

And Herbert felt each day with joy 

His efforts were not vain; 
And fondly hoped his boyhood's home 

Would soon be his again. 

It was this feeling and this hope 

That animated him, * 
As he stood by the deserted house, 

And fondly looked within. 
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** Soon shall ye be my own," he said 
" And in your spacious halls 

Shall my Ellen sit as meekly 
As within her cottage waUs. 

" Soon shall ye be my own again. 
Home of my boyhood's years; 

Then wherefore should my heart be sad, 
So fvdl of doubts and fears ? " 

He whistled and was answered, 
And soon we see him stand 

'Midst daring men who welcome him. 
The leader of their band ! 

** Comrades, the moon is waning, 

Is any one aloft ? " 
" Yes, sir, I warrant we shall see 

The 'Bessie' ten miles off," 

Replied a hardy seaman, 

" Yes, yes, sir, all is safe. 
The bonnie Bess will land her freight 

Long before morning breaks." 

The gang were chatting merrily, 

But Herbert sat apart; 
His thoughts were with his lonely wife, 

And heavy was his heart. 

Full well he knew that night to het 
Would be sleepless as to him; 

And he trembled lest his wife and babes 
Should suffer for his sin. 
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With throbbing pulse and burning brow^ 

He gazed upon the aky; 
And then towards his cottage home. 

With sad and tearful eye ! 

Then offered up a solemn prayer 

That those so dear to hiin 
Might not be punished for his crim^ 

Nor suffer for his sin ! 

It was a vain and foolish prayer, 

And Herbert f ^t with pain. 
That in his own dishonour was 

His wife and children's shame. 

Before an hour had passed away, 

The 'Bessie' came in sight; 
Soon the party were in motion, 

Watching anxiously her light. 

The]\ silently and cautiously 

Passed down the rugged rocl^s, 
Stood restless at the water's edge, 

And with impatience watched 

The little speck; so steadily, 

So dimly did it bum, 
By those alone who looked for it, 

Coidd its glinmiering be discerned. 

But the signal was sufficient 

For that reckless, daring band, 
And soon they find means to inform 

Their comixes where to land. 

10 
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Brief was their recognition, 

And few the words they spoke ; 
The sea was calm, and not a sound 

The awful stillness broke. 

But hush ! they hear a stifled scream, 

The boatman stays his oar ; 
Looks first along the calm blue sea, 

And then towards the shore. 

And there, in the dim twilight, 
They thought they could perceive 

Something which filled their hearts with dread, 
And made them fear to breathe. 

Herbert had given his conmiands. 

And they had been obeyed ; 
And far along the craggy cliffs 

The bales had been conveyed ; 

When he perceived with trembling heart 

A spy amidst the band ; 
Soon one of his most daring men 

Had seized the stranger's hand ; 

Then gently whispered in his ear, — 

" Say, is it weal or woe ? 
Tell me what business brings you here. 

Speak out, man, friend, or foe ?' 
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The stranger rushed far up the clifis. 
Followed by many an eye; 

While one, more daring than the rest. 
Fired his pistol at the spy ! 
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The sound echoed from rock to rock, 

And as it died away, 
A voice was heard — " Off ! comrades, off ! 

There's no time for delay ! " 

But every pass was guarded, 

There was no way of escape; 
And Herbert felt with bitter grief, 

Repentance came too late ! 

A signal fire was blazing 

Far up the dizzy height, 
Which Ellen from her cottage saw. 

And sickened at the sight. 

While pale and trembling, Herbert stood 

Amidst that daring bsuid ; 
Scarce able to unseal his lips 

To issue a command. 

« 

" There are but few," exclaimed one, ** now 

We might make our escape ; 
Comrades, we'll try and fight our way, 

Before it is too late." 

Brief was the contest but severe. 

And came not to an end 
'Till many smugglers had been stretched 

Upon the crimsoned sand ! 

Broken in heart was Herbert led 

Along the well-known road, 
That he had traversed oft before 

With joy, to his abode. 
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The mom was breaking o*er the earth, 

A prisoner Herbert lay, 
Beside his own once cheerful hearth. 

In terror and dismay! 

When a tapping at the casement 
Aroused him from his grief; 

With cautious step Herb^t approached. 
And trembling looked beneath. 

And met the gaze of his loved wife; 

Then looking quiddy round 
He saw, with heartfelt thankfulnesB, 

His guards were sleeping sound* 

The window soon was opened. 

Without the least alarm, 
And soon his anxious, sorrowing wife 

Was clasped within his arms ! 

A few brief whispers served to tell 
What she would have him do; 

With eager haste she pointed out 
The course he must pursue. 

" Oh, had my warning voice been heard 

Before this fatal night. 
Then I had not to speak the words 

That send you from my sight. 

" To save the erring father of 
My children have I come; 

To save you from a felon's death, 
That dreadful, dreadful doom [ " 
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A few brief words, a fond caress, 

And Herbert crept away; 
While Ellen pointed to tbe beach, 

And whispered, ** Don't delay ! '* 

Wrapped in her husband's heavy coat, 

His hat upon her head. 
She sat awaiting the result, 

With tremblmg and with dread. 

The whole transaction scarce was o'er, 

Befofne the guards awoke, 
Looked carefiUly around the room. 

But not a word was spoke. 

And Ellen felt with trembling joy, 

.Her husband's life was sav^ ! 
That the fatiier of her children had 

Escaped a felon's grave. 

Above an hour had passed away, 

Ere Herbert's flight was known ; 
Vainly they searched the hills and dales 

Around his cottage home. 

No traces of him could be found. 

To Ellen's great relief ; 
And though a prisoner for a while, 

Her bondage was but brief. 

Weary, desolate, and alone, 

She sought her humble cot ; 
But oh ! how changed it now appeared. 

How sorrowful her lot ! 
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Nearly a year had passed away, 

And still her heart was sad ; 
Ko tidings of her husband came 

To cheer and make her glad. 

In sadness and in solitude 

Did Ellen spend her days ; 
And even her children's sweetest smiles 

And merry joyous ways, 

Failed to bring comfort to her heart, 

Or check the falling tear ; 
All hope seemed fled, and earth looked dark. 

And desolate, and drear. 

Driven from ker humble cottage home, 

And pointed at with scorn, 
She wandered friendless, and alone. 

Deserted, and forlorn; — 

With none to comfort, — ^none to cheer, — 

But One Undying Friend, 
Who never leaves His followers. 

But loves them to the end. 

In a dark and cheerless lodging, 

Uncared for and unknown ; 
Far from her native village 

Did Ellen find a home. 

And fervently did EUen pray. 
Both morning, noon, and night. 

Her erring husband might be brought 
From darkness into light ! 
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'Twas on a quiet summer's eve, 

Her children were at rest ; 
And Ellen felt a ray of hope 

Spring up within her breast. 

The Book of Truth lay by her side, 

And o'er its sacred page 
Did Ellen sit and meditate 

On God's mysterious ways ; 

When the door was gently opened, 

And with tears of grateful joy. 
Did Herbert clasp his wife again. 

And gaze upon his boy. 

Then he knelt down beside the cot 

Where his infant daughter lay ; 
Since he last kissed that baby brow, 

A year had passed away. 

His loved wife kneeling by his side, 

Unitedly they raise. 
With thankful hearts and tears of joy. 

Their song of grateful praise 

To Him who had so kindly led 

The wanderer to His fold ; 
And brought him to his native land. 

His loved ones to behold. 

With the calm confidence of hope 

They spoke of future days ; 
Determined to acknowledge God, 

Henceforth in all their ways. 
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Long time they sat in convene sweet. 
And swift the hours flew by ; 

And when they roee the morning sun 
Was shining in the sky. 

Qladly they left their humble cot, 

And under a new name, 
Herbert regained his character, 

His fortune, and his fome. 

And Ellen once more graced the haUs 
Where Herbert in lus pride, 

First introduced with joyful heart, 
His beautiful young biide. 

And Herbert, as he gassed upon 
His Ellen's tranquil brow, 

Would whisper she was lovely then. 
But far more lovely now. 

" My Guardian Angel she has been. 
Ail through our wedded life ; 

In healtii and sickness, joy and woe. 
My tried and faithful mie" 
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Beside an open casement stood 

A fair and lovely child ; 
Her fairy form convulsed with grief, 

Her sorrow deep and wild. 
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For on a bed of pain and death. 

Her gentle mother lay ; 
A few more days, and that loved form 

Must surely pass away ! 

And ever and anon a look 

Of unutterable love 
The mother cast upon her child. 

Then raised her eyes above. 

In heartfelt, deep, and faithful prayer, 

She sought her help to find 
In Him who is too wise to err, — 

Too good to be unkind. 

*' Edith, my loving, sorrowing diild. 

My race is nearly run ; 
Father, I find it hard indeed 

To say— Thy will be done ? 

** Oh, may I with submission take 

And dnnk the bitter cup ; 
Knowing, when earthly friends forsake, 

Thou, Lord, wilt take her up. 

" It may be that her path through life 

Will rou^ and stormy be ; 
Come pleasure, sorrow, joy, or woe, 

Oh may she cling to Thee. 

" Since earthly hopes and earthly joys, 

And earthly friends must die ; 
Oh may my darling child seciire 

A mansion in the sky. 
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" I leATe her, Father, in Thy arma 

Of everlastmg love ; 
Knowing that we shall meet again 

In that better land above." 

Then parting back the golden curia 
From off the chfld'a fair brow ; 

KJuBing her tenderly, she said — 
" The conflict's over now. 

" I leave you in my Father's arms, 

Under my Father's care ; 
Go, seek His aid, my sorrowing child, 

And cast on Him your care." 

" Mamma, mamma, how can I live 

In this dark world alone ? 
No one will love or care for me 

When you are dead and gone ! 

" Oh, if I could lay down with you 

Within the grave and rest, 
And be for ever by your side, 

I should indeed be blest." 

" My child, my child, take heart, be calm, 
Ajid wipe your teajrs away ; 

If faithful, you shall dwell with me. 
Through one eternal day. 

" Not in the dark and dreary grave. 
Under the damp green sod ; 

But in yon bright celestial world. 
With Our Saviour and Our GocL 
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" And now, my child, dry up your tears, 

I think I hear the sound 
Of a carriage in the distance 

Coming quickly o'er the ground/* 

* •- * » 

Now I must take my readers back 

Some twenty years or more ; 
To a large and stately mansion, 

Built in the days of yore. 

The inmates of this mansion, were 

Two children, and their sire ; 
The girl, as fair and beautiful 

As a parent could desire. 

The boy, stem and commanding, 

With indomitable will, 
Was ever proudly thinking of 

The position he must filL 

The father died, and left him sole 

Possessor of his wealth ; 
Leaving the gentle, timid girl. 

To struggle for herself. 

Time passed away, and suitors came. 

Some nobles of the land, 
Attracted by her winning grace. 

Sought to obtain her hand. 

But none of them had power to gain 

Accession to her heart ; 
From the loved object of her choice 

The maiden would not part. 
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From early years Edith had loved, 
And that love was returned ; 

And now, though grown to riper years. 
That love still brightly buxiied. 

Sitting one day in pensive thought, 
She heard her brother's voice ; 

" Edith, I come to you, this day. 
That you may miake your dioioe. 

" I have noticed your attachment 
To young Edwin SomerviU ;. 

But, Edith, I discard you, if 
You marry against my will. 

" You know the lord of Manor Hall 
Would gladly claim your hand ; 

Retain your true positicoi Uien, 
As a lady of the land. 

" Accept the one, without delay, 
That I for you would choose. 

And half my wealth I give to you ; 
But, mark, if you r^use, 

" And wed yourself to one who boasts 
Of neither wealth nor fame. 

If you should come to poverty, 
I shall not be to Uame. 

" Will you act the wiser part for once, 
And yield to what I say ? " 

She said, tears glistening in her eyes, 
" I tell you, Herbert, nay. 
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'^ You know our own dear mother loo]j(ed 

On Edwin as a son ; 
Andy because he has been plunged in grief, 

I will not be the one 

" To add fresh fuel to the fire; 

For, brother, I can find. 
Although he may have lost his wealth. 

He retains his noble mind. 

" Had I a thousand years to live 

With the Lord of Manor Hall, 
One year with him my soul adores, 

Would far outweigh them alL 

" And, brother, I \^ share his lot, 

H it be weal or woe ; 
And where he dwells I too will dwell. 

While here on earth below." 

** Be it so, Edith, now farewell ! 

Ill see your face no more; 
For in a few days from this time, 

J. sail for a foreign shore. 

" And by the time that I return, 

I expect you will begone; 
I am no more your brother, 

And this is not your home ! " 

" Nay, Herbert, nay, oh, say not so," 

Edith in anguish cried; 
" Let us not part at variance." 

But with sternness he replied, — 



158 affection's offering. 

" You know that I inherit all 

Our sire's determined will ; 
And what I say, — ^remember this, — 

I shall abide by still.'* 

She raised her tearful eyes to his 

With pleading earnestness: 
*' Brother, oh do not leave me thus. 

Give me one parting kiss ! " 

" Nay, Edith, nay, your words are vain, 

I never can forgive 
Your foolishness and waywardness, 

So long as I shall live. " 

So Edith left her childhood's home, 
And gave her hand and heart 

To one of England's noblest sons, 
Till death should bid them part. 

Years rolled away ; in calm pursuit 
Their tranquil hours had flown; 

Contentment was the lot of all 
In Edith's happy home. 

But sad to say death entered there, 

And bore her lord away; 
He who had been her joy through life, 

Her comforter and stay. 

She saw him laid in the cold grave. 

Under the heavy sod; 
And thought her heart would surely break, 

Were it not for trust in God. 
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Again she sought her brother's love, 

As she oft had done before; 
And begged that he would look on her, 

As he did in days of yore. 

But Herbert's heart would not relent, 

His pride could never bow; 
He would not hear his sister's prayer, 

Nor break his cruel vow. 

Soon Edith lay upon a bed 

Of languishing and pain ; 
From which there was no hope that she 

Could ever rise again. 

We have stood beside her dying bed. 

And listened to her prayer 
That her darling child might be preserved 

From every hurtful snare. 

And now she only lives to hear 

Her brother's voice once more ; 
To claim his kindness for her child, 

When time with her is o'er. 

Once more she wrote, beseeching him 

To come without delay, 
H he would see her face again. 

Ere she had passed away. 



'Twas morning, and the glorious sun 
Shed forth his cheering rays ; 

The hills were clad in richest green, 
The cattle on them grazed. 
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The lovely summer sky was fleeoed 
With waves of snowy clouds ; 

And flowers sent up their fragrance sweet • 
From beneath the rustUng dou||^ 

It was a lovely spot where stood 

The mansion ol Glen Clyde ; 
Where shrubs and flowers eLustofed pound. 

In beauty side by side. 

The park was richly studded o^er 

With noble clustering trees, 
Whose slender boughs waved gracefully, 

Fanned by the morning brei^. 

And birds amid the branches chant 
Their sweetest notes of praise; 

Mountain and valley, hiU and dsile, 
A cheerful chorus raise. 

And fountains cast their silvery shawer, 

Delighting every one, 
And dance and sparkle to the ^ro> 

Like jewels in the sim. 

The rippling brook with gladsome sound, 
Was gently murmuring near. 

Falling as soft and beautiful 
As music on the ear. 

And in that noble mansion sat, 
Surrounded by worldly good, 

A stem-browed man of mjddle age, 
In deep and thoughtful mood. 
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His foster son, — a noble youth, 

Some twenty summers old, 
Whose lofty brow and winning smile 

Were pleasant to behold. 

A youthful maiden, richly clad, 

Reclined in an easy chair ; 
And any one could plainly see 

She knew that she was fair. 

True, she could boast of noble blood, 

For the maiden was high bom ; 
And nature had endowed her witili 

A fair and queenly form. 

Her glossy hair was raven hue, 

Her brow was broad and white ; 
And silken lashes swept her cheek. 

O'er eyes as dark as night. 

But look within those lustrous orbs, 

Alas ! there is no trace 
Of beaming love or tenderness, 

Or gentle winning grace. 

Some time they sat in thoughtful mood, 

And none the silence broke ; 
At length the father raised his head, 

And to his daughter spoke : 

" Here is a letter from your aunt, 

Take it^ my dear, and read. 
To marry so beneath her, 

'Twas foolishness indeed. 

11 
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'' She tells me she is dying, and 

Has one request to make, 
That I will ta^e her orphan child, 

And love her for her sake." 

" Papa," the haughty beauty cried, 
" You will write and tell her nay." 

" No, no, my child, I can't do that. 
Think what the world would say ! 

" Of course I shall accede to it, 
With all my heart and will, 

Although she has disgraced me, 
She is my sister still. 

" I cannot, will not see her child 

Forsaken and alone ; 
No, I must be her guardian. 

And this must be her home." 

" I see how it will be, papa," 

The youthful beauty said ; 
" You will take away your love from me, 

And lavish on her instead." 

" How foolishly you talk, my child. 
You know you are my pride, 

And always will continue so, 
Whatever may betide. 

" But hasten now, we must away. 

The time is flying fast^ 
And I must see my sister's face 

Ere she has breathed her last." 



fe 
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A few hours brought them to the couch 

Of the suffering, dying one ; 
She raised her languid eyes, and said — 

" Dear brother, you have come. 

" I knew that you would come, brother, 

And when I heard your voice 
It fell like music on my ear. 

And made my heart rejoice." 

" Sister, I have been too severe, 

Too long my anger kept." 
The stem man kissed the pallid lips, 

Then bowed his head and wept. 

" Nay, brother, do not weep for me. 

For I shall die in peace, 
Since I can bid my anxious fears 

About my darling cease. 

" This is my loved, my only child, 

I leave her in your care ; 
Oh, take her, love her as your own. 

This is my dying prayer. 

" I do not ask she may be reared 

In pomp and luxury ; 
But oh I I beg for my sweet child 

Your love and sympathy.*" 
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** And she shall have it, sister dear. 

So long as I shall live ; 
But now, before you pass away. 

Oh, say that you forgive." 
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" Forgive you, brother I yea, I do, 
And many an earnest prayer 

Has gone up to the throne above, 
That you may meet me there. 

** My spirit soon will take its flight 
To Uie bright realms on high ; 

Edith, my darling, do you fear 
To see your mother die ? ' 
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" Oh, no, mamma, I do not fear. 

The child with sweetness said. 
" Then kneel, my love, and let me place 

My hand upon your head.*' 

Once more the whispered prayer was heaid, 

** Bless the bereaved one ; " 
Then with a peaceful smile she said, 

" Edwin, I come, I come ! 
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Calmly as sinks the setting sun 

Belund the Western hills, 
Upon a glorious summer eve, 

When all is hushed and stUl, — 

So peacefully her sun went down, 

That those around her bed, 
With all their watchful care, scarce knew 

The spark of life had fled ! 

Gently they raised the cold white hand 
From off the child's bowed head; 

" Qood-bye, good-bye, dear, dear mamma,' 
Was all the orphan said. 
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But in the stillness of the night, 

When all around her slept, 
A slender, white-robed, trembling form 

Out of her chamber crept. 

With noiseless step and heavy heart, 

She gains her mother's room ; 
She heedeth not the daiimess, 

She cares not for the gloom. 

The restless heart beats softly now. 

The weary eyelids close; 
And nestling by her mother's side, 

She sinks mto repose. 

Sleep on, sweet child, 'twere well for thee 

If that sleep were thy last, 
If thy earthly race was ended. 

And life's rough journey past I 

At early mom the child was found. 

Peacefully taking rest. 
Her head where it was wont to lie. 

Upon her mother's breast. 

But see ! the blue eyes open. 

And a sweety angelic smile 
Lights up the lovely features. 

Let us listen for awhile: 
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Oh, such a cheering dream I've had," 
'Twas thus the maiden spoke; 
" It makes me wish that in this world 
I never had awoke ! 
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"* I lA V mj own 

B J ■hfrmty tunnm aw&y 
To die bright mfau o< rmflf bliB^ 

Of ervriascxBg daj. 

*^ I m V the pearlr gatei unibld, 

I iftv the vfahe-rohed throog: 
And I heard my own dear father join 

The Derer-ending aoog. 

** I heard hie roice, ao faQ of lore^ 

Sajing in aooenta mDd, 
' Welcome ! thrioe weloome, to your home ! 

But where is our diDd ? ' 

** She told him I ranut tany yet 

A little while below, 
Ere I could reach that blieefiil seat. 

And all their rapture know. 

** I saw a harp of poreet gold 

Placed in my mother's hand; 
And all heaven bade her welcome 

To Canaan's happy land. 

" And then I heard her tune her harp, 

And heard her sweetly sing, 
'^lessing and honour, might and power, 

Be to our heavenly King.' 

** Oh, yes, it is a cheering thought^ 

My parents are safe home; 
But I am left in this wide world 

Forsaken, and alone ! 
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* My child,'* her uncle said, " Fear not, 

For I will be your friend. 
And shield you with a father's care, 

'Till life's rough journey end. 

" The home that in her childhood's years 

Your mother loved so well, 
Shall be your home, and you shall there 

In peace and plenty dwell ! 

" Money and servants at command, 

With all that heart can wish; 
Then why, my child, such bitter tears, — 

Oh, why such grief as this ! 
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And my daughter too will love you, 
And weary hours beguile, 
Slaiving to make you happy ; 
Say, will you not, my child ? ** 

But pride and envy, rage and scorn 

Were written on her face, 
As she answered to her father's words, 

" She has robbed me of my place ! " 

" Hush, Constance, why such jealous fears ? 

Only act a daughter's part; 
Believe me you will still retain 

The first place in my heart. 

" Surely you have some sympathy; 

Surely a spark of love 
Will kindle in your breast for her. 

She is gentle as a dove ! " 
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" I aee it, she is just the one 
To win Frank Morton's heart; 

He is my idol, and from him 
It would be death to port 

" She is such an interesting age, 
Just sixteen summers old; 

I see that she is lovely, 
And it makes my heart grow cold.'* 

" My child, 'tis but a brother's love 
Frank Morton has for vou ; 

He never will make you his wife, 
Believe me, it is true." 

" Papa, I care not what you say; — 

If it should cost my life, 
My cousin, Edith Somervill, 

Shall never be his wife ! " 

" My child, I see with heartfelt grief. 
You are too much like me; 

Think of your dear lost mother, 
And strive like her to be. 

" Think how she would have welcomed 

The orphan to her home, 
And tended her as carefully 

As if she were her own." 

So Edith bade a sad farewell 
To the home of early years ; 

Entered the noble mansion 
With many doubts and fears. 
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" My child," her uncle kindly said, 

" Welcome to your new home; 
This is my orphsui niece, my boy, 

Edith, my foster aoa. 

** I know that you will sympathize. 

For you, too, also know 
The grief of seeing those you loved 

By death's cold hand laid low." 

She raised her eyes brimful of tears : 

Constance, your fears were right ; 
For Frank, with all his noble soul. 

Loved Edith at first sight. 

The touching sweetness of her voice. 

The soft light of her eye; 
The unfeigned sorrow of her heart. 

Her sweet simplicity. 

Moved many a heart with tenderness. 

Caused many a voice to say, 
" She is too b^utiful for earth. 

She soon will pass away." 

And Frank, with heartfelt sympathy. 

Sought to assuage her grief ; 
And day by day, and week by week, 

His love for her increased. 

And Constance watched them day by day. 

And envy filled her breast; 
And by her cold contempt and scorn 

Edith was much distressed. 
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See the two diaciplee walking, 
Ab they journey they are aul; 

But the loving Saviour nears them. 
And His preeenoe makes them glad 1 

Thus He sought to soothe their sorrows, 
Thus He sought to cheer their way; 

Telling them if they were ^thful, 
They should reach the realms of day ! 

See Him from the Mount ascending 
Up to where He was before; 

Angels now before Him bending, 
Ail His boundless love adore. 

Prom His Royal Throne in glory. 
He beholds us when we stray; 
Savs, in tones of deep compassion, 

^* Follow Me, I AM THB WAT 1 

'' Come, and I will love you freely. 
Come, and hide you in My breast; 

Oh, ye weary, heavy laden. 
Come, and I will give you rest. 

" Come, although your sins are scarlet, 
I will wash them white as snow; 

Come, and know your sins forgiven. 
Taste a Saviour's love below." 

Saviour, by Thy grace assisting. 
We would humbly foUow Thee; 

When this mortal life is ended. 
And our spirits are set free, — 
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^T Heaven blen tlkee, tittk ohk. 

Upon thy natal dar ; 
'Hiou wast oommxttod to oar ore 

In the smiling mootih of May. 

When first I saw thy infaot ivra. 
My heart waa filled villi jar : 

£'en greater bliaa thaa vfaea I pm&A 
Upon my baby boy. 
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Thy fairy form, thy msa&i^^ faot 

la pleaaant te bebAd ; 
And to oa at home «iK« Icnre ii|M 

Tboa art worth % wf^Jit iH^ 
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One lovely summer's eve she sat 

Under the willow tree, 
Oazing with thoughtful earnestness 

Upon the calm blue sea. 

The colour mantled on her cheek, 
As she heard a loved voice say, 

" I thought that I should find you where 
So oft you love to stray. 

** Edith, twelve years ago this day, 

Out in a foreign land. 
My gentle mother was removed 

By death's cold icy hand. 

" Edith, I never have before 
Mentioned my mother's name. 

Because I knew that sacred word 
Would give your young heart pain. . 

" We both are orphans here, but still 

We are not left alone; 
For we have a loving Father, 

That careth for His own. 

" I know my mother's dying prayer 

Was registered on high; 
That I might seek help from above, 

And find it ever nigh. 



(( 



I never shall forget her look 
Of tenderness and love. 
As she bade me seek to meet her in 
That better land above. 
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'^ A smile lit up her dying face, 

A smile of holy joy, 
As she raised her hand, and sweetly said, 

* You will meet me there, my boy/ 

''And then she placed her thin white hand 

Upon my boyish brow ; 
And the last kiss my mother gave, 

I think I feel it now. 

" I stood with reverential awe 

Beside her dying bed; 
And then they took me by the hand, 

And told me she was dead. 

" The sense of loneliness I felt. 

You, Edith, sadly know; 
Thank God that it has taught us not 

To seek our joys below ! 

" Your uncle then was visiting 

Near my beloved home. 
And by consent adopted me 

To be his foster son. 

" Just as the grass was growing 

Over my mother's grave, 
I bade farewell to that loved spot, 

And crossed the ocean wave. 

" Since that time, this has been my home. 

With every comfort blest; 
And since you came with us to dwell, — 

Edith, you know the rest. 
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" You know the deep and ardent lore 

That I have had for you ; 
Tou know the joy it gave to me 

To know you loved me too. 

** I sought you here this day to tell 

All that is in my heart; 
But now I have for you uad news — 

The news that we must part. 

" For, Edith, 'tis your uncle's will 

That I should for a time 
Leave this dear spot I love so well, 

And visit foreign climes." 

The quivering lip, the starting tear, 

The pallor of her cheek; 
The stifled sigh, the heaving breast, 

Told more than words could speak. 

And as Frank clasped her to his heart, 
And wiped away her tears. 

He sought by words of hope and love 
To allay her anxious fears. 

" Take courage, Edith, though I may 
Be on the stormy wave, 
Rocked in the cradle of the deep, 
There's One has power to save. 

** The same great love, the same kind eye, 
The same Almighty hand 
Will guide me and be ever nigh, 
Whether by sea or land. 
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" Now let ug kneel and seek His aid, 
As we oft have done before ; 
And pray that He will bring me back 
Safe to our own loved shore. 

m 

** And as she knelt down by his side^ 
And bowed her young head low, 
Her face was like her flowing robes, — 
White as the driven snow. 

And when they rose, he folded her 

Once more to his heart ; 
And Edith whispered, — " Tell me, 

Is it long before we part ? " 

** Not many days yon noble ship 
Will bear me from your side ; 
But oh ! what joy when I return 
And claim you for my bride 1 

" Though distance may divide us, 
And the great sea roll between ; 
Though days and weeks and months glide by. 
And years intervene 

" Ere I can stand in this loved spot 

And clasp you to my heart, 
And feel that you are all my own 

'Till death shall bid us part,— 

** Till then, this heart is only thine, 

No time shall change my love ; 
The thought of you will cheer my path, 

Wherever I may rove." 
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" I know it, Frank, I know it well, 

But sorrow fills my heart ; 
"Tis such on unexpected blow, 

The news that we must part ! 

• " For ever since that sad day when 
My gentle mother died, 
"Tis you have been my ^thful friend. 
My counsellor and guide. 

*' And now, when you are far away. 

If trouble should assaU, 
With no one near to guide my steps, 

What if my faith should fail ?" 

** Nay, Edith, nay, lean not too much 

Upon an earthly friend ; 
Trust only in your Heavenly Guide, 

He will His succour lend ! '* 

That nighty when Edith sought her couch. 

Sweet sleep fled far away ; 
For she could think of nothing but 

The bitter parting day. 

And when that day at last arrived, 
And the parting hour was o'er. 

And Frank stood on the good ship, '' Speed," 
Bound for a foreign shore, — 

Then Edith sat, with aching heart, 

Under the willow tree. 
And gazed with sad and tearful eyes 

Upon the calm blue sea. 
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And now she sees the noble sliip) 

And waves her kerchief high ; 
Then murmurs in a faltering tone, 

" Good-bye, dear Frank, good-bye ! *' 

And now the good ship speeds her way, 

With compass, map, and chart ; 
Frank gave one last fond lingering look. 

With sad and aching heart. 

Slowly the loved and cherished spot 

Receded from his view ; 
Then the dark shadows of the night 

Their gloom around him threw. 

On sped the ship, now tossed about 

By stormy winds and waves ; 
And many feared 'twould be their lot 

To find a watery grave ! 

On, on, till not a speck of land 

Was seen by any eye ; 
Nought but the great deep rolling sea, 

And the blue ethereal sky. 

The glorious sun to cheer by day, 

The silvery moon by night ; 
And myriads of twinkling stars. 

That shine with splendour bright. 

On, on, far o'er the trackless deep. 

Till, landed safe at last, 
Frank set his foot on foreign soil. 

With thanks for mercies past. 
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And now his Toyage safely o*er, 

He writes in cli^ring strain. 
Of the bri^t and happ j days to eome, 

When they shall meet again. 

To Edith time panned slowly by, 
But now, 'twixt hope and fear, 

She watdies, prays, and hopes eadi day 
Some news of Frank to hear. 

And Constance watches, schemes, and plans. 

To disappoint her hopes ; 
And sometimes even dares to wish 

The vessel might be lost 

She thought it wotdd be joy to know 

That Frank had lost his life, 
Rather than Edith ever should 

Become his happy wife. 

And now she thinks upon a plan. 

And trusts it will succeed ; 
She will secure the letters, 

And diligently read. 

And she will answer every cme. 

Even as Edith would, — 
Edith, whom Frank so idoHsed, 

And thought io true and good. 

And Edith, when she thought that Frank 

Proved false in a foreign land 
Would wed herself to some one else^ 

For many sought her hand. 
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But Edith's love was far too deep 

So soon to be estranged ; 
A love so pure and true as hers 

Could never, never change. 

But now the mail has arrived. 

And Edith's heart beats high. 
And for the long expected news 

She waits impatiently. 

Now Constance, from a little child. 

Delight had always found. 
When the letter bag had been unsealed. 

To divide the letters round. 

And now, this mom, with trembling hand. 

Unnoticed by the rest. 
She takes the well-known letter, 

And hides it in her breastw 

And Edith, entering, heard the words, — 

" Papa, dear, here are two ; 
I think one of them is from Frank ; 

£!dith, there is none for you." 

The colour mantled on her cheek, 

Then left her pale as death ; 
For sorrow filled her loving heart. 

And grief her mind distressed. 

Could it be possible that Frank, 

Whom she had loved so dear, 
Could have forgotten, and so scon, 

The love of early years ? 

12 
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Oh, no ! there must be some mistake ! 

He never, never could 
Forget her, for he was so true, 

So noble, and so good ! 

" Why, Edith, child ! " Constance remarked; 

" How deathly pale you are ! 
Why don't you go and take a walk, 

And drive away dull care ? 

" Instead of visiting the sick. 

Pretending 'tis sucli bliss 
To read out of your precious book, — 

I hate such cant as this ! " 

" It is not cant, dear cousin, no ; 

To me, 'tis real joy 
To engage in such a work as this. 

For it is blest employ. 

" And, cousin dear, were you to hear 

The words of holy love 
Fall from some lips, methinks that you 

Would not remain unmoved." 

" There, that will do ; don't preach to me ! 

Are you going to the ball ? 
Your great admirer will be there, 

The far-famed Major HalL 

" It would be a good match for you ; 

Say, Edith, will you go ? " 
Tears glistened in her downcast eyes, 

As she calmly answered, " No ; 
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" I seek not admiration, 

I ask not for his love ; 
I care not for the joys of earth, 

I seek my joys above." 

" More foolish you, if you despise 

Such a man as Major Hall, 
I think it is quite likely that 

You will not wed at all. 

" Don't you say so, papa ? " she asked, 

Then he looked up and smiled : 
" How foolishly you talk, Constance ; 

Edith, come here, my child. 

" Nay, nay, poor little trembling dove, 

Why are you so distressed ? 
Come, let me fold you in my arms, 

And let your heart find rest. 

" I fear my Edith loves our Frank, 

And her love is not returned ; 
Well, never mind, my darling child, 

Do not be so concerned ; 

" For this shall always be your home. 

Then, Edith, have no fears ; 
And you shall be the light and joy 

Of my declining years." 

But weeks passed by, and Edith's heart 

Grew sad and weary too ; 
But again the mail was announced. 

And hope sprang up anew. 
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But doomed to diBappaintment Mill, 

She faeaiB CoiutaDce bb;, 
" Here is Dewa agun from Frank, papa ; 

It u for me to-day. 

" He only sends a few brief linea, 

He has so much to do ; 
Edith, Frank Morton bade me give 

HU kind regardg to you." 

With tearful eyea and trembling lieMt, 
Fluahed ch«ek and aniiouB broir. 

She aaid, with trembling earneatoeei, 
" Maj I not read it now ! " 

" Tou read it, Editb I Well, what next 1 

You have grown very bold ; 
This letter was not sent to me, 

For your eyes to behold 1 

" I have one hare from Lady Grey, 
One from her daughter too ; 
Perhaps Miss Somervill would like 
To read these letters through t " 

"Conatance," her father harshly said, 
" Must J interfere again t 
Why is it that you so delight 
In giving Edtth pain f 

" 1 fain would see my child adorned 
With Edith's lowly mind ; 
Z would your heart were pure aa hers, 
As pit^ul and kind." 
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Then Constance answered, " Since the daj 

Tou brought her to our home, 
And promised you would look on her 

Ab if she were your own ; 

" She is not satisfied with that, 
But seeks by artful wiles 
To rob me of my father's love, — 
To win my father's smilea." 

A flush of indignation rose, 

And then as quickly fled ; 
With trembling, Edith sought her room, 

And bowed her throbbing head. 

And sadly from her sweet blue eyes 

There fell the silent tear. 
As she whispered all her sorrow in 

The ever listening Ear. 

Meantime Frank, in a foreign land, 

Counted the weeks pass by ; 
And to his mind and to his heart, 

Edith was ever nigh. 

From time to time the news he heard 

Was cheering to his heart ; 
For Constance knew, and knew right well. 

How to act Edith's part. 

She told him of the imwayering lore 

That still she had for him ; 
She told him of the peace and joy 

That now she felt within. 
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Reminded him of days gone by, 
Those happy, happy days, 

When they so oft together met 
To meditate and pray. 

And of the happy days to come. 
She wrote in cheerful strain ; 

And told how ardently she longed 
To see his face again. 

But time passed by on rapid wing, 
Three years have rolled away. 

But Edith has not ceased to hope, 
To wait, to watch, and pray. 

Weary and sad with hope deferred, 
Her cheek had lost its bloom ; 

And Edith felt each day that she 
Was hastening to the tomb ! 

The burning hectic of her cheek, 
The dim and languid eye ; 

The increasing languor of her frame. 
Told surely she must die. 

And Constance now began to feel 
The gnawings of remorse ; 

And fervently she wished she'd not 
Adopted such a course. 

And now she tries all in her power 
To atone for what she's done ; 

And treats with tenderness and love 
The patient, suffering one. 
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One night when Edith sought her couch. 

After a day of pain ; 
And Constance stood with tearful eyes, 

Fearing all hope was vain ! 

And Edith whispered — " Cousin dear, 

I am so weak to-day, 
I scarcely feel that I have strength 

To kneel down and pray. 

" But, cousin, you will kneel with me, 

And you will join me too ; 
And after that, if I have strength, 

I wish to speak with you. 

" For, cousin dear, you have of late 

Been very, very kind ; 
And I should like, without delay. 

To tell you all my mind." 

** Well, Edith, I will listen now. 

What is it you would say ? 
I daresay you would like right well 

To teach me how to pray." 

" Oh, yea, indeed, indeed I should," 

She answered with a sigh, 
** And, cousin dear, I shall succeed, 

I trust, before I die. 

" And that will not be very long, 

I feel I'm going home ; 
But, cousin dear, I have no fear, 

T ehnll not b« alnn**. 
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" For through the yaUey drear and dark. 

My Saviour passed bdfore ; 
And He will guide me safely throoghy 

To Canaan's happy shore ! 

" Three years ago, dear cousin. 

Three years ^us very day, 
Tou recollect it, do you not ? 

Frank Morton went away. 

" I loTed him, Constance, loved him well. 
Nay, do not starts 'tis true ; 

And I believe still in my hearty 
Frank Morton loved me too. 

" Time after time the letters came, 
But there were none for me ; 

And sometimes I have thought he loved 
Some one across the sea. 

" But that was just a passing thought^ 

I did not cherish it ; 
Frank was so noble and so good, — 

He never could forget 

" His words of tenderness and love, 
His earnest prayers for me ; 

And our quiet meditationB 
Under the willow tree. 

" And, cousin dear, though here below 

I've suffered so much pain, 
Tet what I may not know on earth 

In heaven will be explained. 
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But if it is my Father's will, 
For one thing I would pray, 
That I might hear Frank's voice again 
Before I pass away ! 

** But I shall not be spared to see 

Many more rising suns ; 
And if my prayer i^ould not be heard, 

I'll say — God's will be done ! 

" And, Constance, you will speak to him 

Of my imchanging love ; 
And tell him I shall watch for him 

In that better land above. 

" Now, Constance, I beseech of you 

To seek the Lord by prayer, 
And for that everlasting home 

Begin now to prepare ! " 

Then Constance bowed her throbbing head, 

And tried to speak in vain ; 
For she was filled with keen remorse, 

And overwhelmed with shame. 

Convulsive sobs shook her whole frame, 

And anguish filled her breast, 
As she knelt beside the sufferer. 

And all her guilt confessed. 

" Edith, 'tis I, 'tis I alone 

Have brought you near to death^ 

And never, never, in this world. 
Shall I again find rest. 
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" There's not a lady in the land 

Has more wealth than I, 
But I would gladly leave it all 

To lay me down and die. 

" I loved Frank Morton, loved him more 

Than all the world beside, 
And fondly hoped that he would claim 

Me as his happy bride ! 

" But the first time I looked on you 

I trembled for my fate ; 
And so my heart was filled with rage, — 

With envy,— and with hate ! 

" I saw you loved him, and I saw, 
With grief, he loved you too ; 

I vowed that when he went away 
You should deem him untrue. 

" I witnessed all your meetings, 
Though unbeknown to you ; 

I listened to his words of love, 
I heard his prayers too. 

** I saw him fold you in his arms, 
And clasp you to his heart ; 

I saw the agony you felt 
When he told you, you must part ! 

** I saw him take a last farewell, 
I heard his parting prayer; 

I saw him raise his hand and say, 
* There will be no parting there.* 
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" And thus it was I knew so well 

In writing, what to say ; 
Frank thinks the letters were from you, 

Even to this very day. 

" The letters that he sent to you 

I committed to the flames ; 
And answered them even as you would. 

And signed them with your name ! 

" Now I have told you all my sin. 

Oh, say, can you forgive ? 
I never can forgive myself 

So long as I shall live.'' 



»» 



" Oh, Constance, Constance," Edith cried, 

" Why were you so unkind ? 
But I will not reproach, or add 

To your agony of mind. 

" Ask not forgiveness only 

From one so frail as I ; 
But seek and you shall find it from 

The Lord of earth and sky ! 

" Confess your sin, and He will say, 

As He hath said before ; — 
* Daughter, thy sins are all forgiven, 

Go thou and sin no more.' " 

Taking her cousin's hand in hers, 

She prest it to her lips : 
" Constance, I freely will forgive, — 

Let me seal it with a kiss." 
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Then Constance rose from off her knees. 
And raiBed her throbbing head, 

Gave and received the Kiss of Peace, 
And then, with trembling, said — 

" Now, Edith, can you bear to hear 
The news I've heard to-day ? 

It is that Frank is coming home. 
Is even on his way." 

** Is coming home ! " she cried with joy^ 

" Is even on his way ; — 
Then I shall see his face again 

Before I pass away ! " 

Meantime our Frank is nearing home. 
Yet every hope seemed fled; 

With restless step he paced the deck. 
And to himself he said — 

" What can this sad foreboding mean 

Of some deep, unseen grief ? 
Vainly I try to shake it off, 
I cannot find relief ! 

And now he steps his foot on shore, 

Looks anxiously around. 
With earnest longing gaze, to see 

If Edith can be found. 

Constance stands by with beating heart. 

Her father too is near. 
And as Frank grasped them by the hand 

He saw the glistening tear, 
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Then said, " I fear all is not well, — 

Is Edith yet alive ? 
Oh, tell me what sad fate it is 

That keeps her from my side ! " 

Then Constance told him all the tale 

Of her deceit and wrong, 
Told of the agony she felt 

For all that she had done. 

She bade him haste to Edith's side, 

For life was waning fast ; 
And told him all her sufferings 

Would soon be overpast ! 

** What ? Edith dying ! and so soon, — 
It cannot, cannot be ! 
Oh, cruel Constance, how could you 
Act so deceitfully ? 

** But words are vain, without delay 
I haste to Edith's side, — 
Edith, whom I had hoped to make 
My own, my lovely bride ! " 

With trembling steps he sought her room, — 

Tes, it was Edith there ; 
But death had set his dark'ning seal 

Upon her forehead fair ! 

Again and yet again Frank stooped 

To kiss the cold damp brow ; 
And Edith whispered, " All is well, 

I shall die happy now ! 
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" For this I prayed, for this I longed, 
My longings now are o'er ; 
I've seen your face, I've heard your voice, 
And now I ask no more ! " 

Then taking Constance by the hand. 

For she stood weeping by, 
With pleading earnestness to Frank 

She raised her languid eye : 

** You will forgive her, dearest Frank, 
As you hope to be forgiven ; 
And you will teach her how to find 
The road that leads to heaven. 

" And now, before I pass away, 

There's one thing I would crave, — 
Lay me not down 'neath marble vault. 
But in my mother's grave. 

"Kiss me, dear Frank, kiss me again. 
For I am going fast ; 
Nay, grieve not, for my sufferings 
Cannot much longer last ! 

" To-morrow is the Sabbath day. 
The best of all the seven ; 
I shall not spend it here, oh, no, 
I shall be safe in heaven, — 

" Where there are pleasures evermore ; 
Where every one is blest ; 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest. 
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"And we shall meet^ dear Fraak, abore, 
Meet on yon bHasfol shore ; 
And q>end a long eternity 
Where partings are no more. 

** Hash ! hear yoa not that mujnc sweet ?" 

The dying maiden said ; 
** And see yoa not the angels brig^ 

That haver roond my bed ? 

** My father ! mother ! see, Uiey watt 
To bear my spirit home ! 
The conflict's nearly ended, and 
The Tictory near^ won." 

One gentle slg^ one peaceful smiley 

And Edith was no more ; 
For she had crossed the swelling flood. 

And reached the Aining shore. 

With solemn tread her friends drew near. 

And dosed Uie sweet blue eyes ; 
Then laid the white transparent hands 

Gkntiy down by her sida 

And then Uiey scattered roses white 

Upon ha ttkomj breast ; 
Then placed her in her narrow home. 

And laid ha down to rest. 

Hark ! to the tolling of the bell. 

See yon sad mournful band ; 
And listen to the scJemn wtwds. 

As round the grave they stand: 
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" Ashes to ashes, dust to dust," 
These words fall on the ear ; 
While down the cheek of many roll 
The sympathetic tear. 

The old man passed his trembling hand 

Across his furrowed cheek, 
To wipe away the tears that told 

Far more than words could speak. 

The nut-brown maid with chesnut curls, 
And eyes of gentle ray, 
Whispered, ^'She taught me how to live 
Before she passed away." 

The little child said piteously, 
" Why did they let her die ? 

She used to tell me of a home 
Beyond the starry sky. 

** Oh, must you leave her in the grave, 
So cold, so dark, so deep ? 
Will you not take her up again ? 
Perhaps she is asleep !" 

Tes, truly she had gone to sleep, 
But that sleep was profound ; 

And imdisturbed she resteth 
Down in the cold damp groimd. 

In lone churchyard where moonbeams shed 

A silvery light around, 
One stricken mourner 'midst the dead, 

Bent o'er a grassy mound. 
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White roses wave around the grave, 

And bending kiss the sod, 
Where sweetly sleeps the mortal part : 

The Spirit is with God. 

Night after night in that loved spot, 

For hours Frank would stay ; 
And gaze upon that sacred mound, 

And watch the moonbeams play. 

A few months only passed away, 

And he too foimd his rest ; 
By Edith's side they laid him down : 

She was his bride in death ! 
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He died a hero brave and true. 

For him let England mourn, 
For scarce methinks throughout our land 

Hath fall'n a nobler son. 

He shrank not from the cruel foe, 
But strove with might and main 

To rescue those who cried for help 
From the devouring flame. 

All honour to the men who leave 

Their home and native land, 
Forsaking all they hold most dear, 

A brave and gidlant band ; — 

13 



194 IFFBOnON'B OITlKIJrO. 

Who sadly take a last farewell 
Of children, frienda, and wives, 

And bravelj in their country's cause 
Lay down their precious lives. 

But we'll revere his memory 
Who just as nobly died ; 

The warrior and the Fireman Ford, 
We'll rank them side by side. 

True son of British soil was he ; 

Worthy a nation's praise, 
Worthy the throb of gratitude 

That loving hearts will raise. 

What, though no stately marble tomb 
May mark the place he rests, 

And though no dazzling honours have 
Been placed upon his breast, — 

Yet deep in many a British heart 
His memory shall dwell. 

And generations yet to come 
His bravery shall teU. 

And we will fondly hope that this 

May be his rich reward, 
To mingle with the ransomed in 

The presence of his Lord. 
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LINES SUGGESTED ON HEARING OF THE DEATH OF THE 
ONLY SISTER OF A DEAR FRIEND. 



Hath death, with unresistlees sway, 
Borne one bo dear to thee away, 

And laid her in the tomb ? 
And is thy heart cast down with grief, 
And canst thou nowhere find relief 

And art thou filled with gloom ? 

Come, check thy sadness, and look up 
To Him who drank the bitter cup, 

Yet said, "Thy will be done ! " 
For if with simple child-like faith, 
Thy sister sought redeeming grace, 

Then is she safe at home. 

What, though the immortal spirit has fled. 
And she be numbered with the dead, 
Yet shall the soul unfettered stand. 
With glory crowned, at Gkxl's right hand. 

And canst thou grieve that she has gone 
To dwell in yon celestial home ; 
Where, with an eye of tenderest love. 
She watches thee from realms above f 
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Escaped from earth and all its pam. 
Tour loss is her eternal gain ; 
No more to suffer, or to die, 
She reigns above the starry sky ! 

Thou dwellest in a vale of tears, 
Art subject yet to griefs and fears ; 
She dwells in everlasting day, 
And where all tears are wiped away. 

She treads the shining courts above, 
And times her harp to Jesus' love ; 
You have to cross the river — death, 
But she on Jesus' bosom rests. 

Then grieve not she has reached her home, 
But csdmly say, " Thy will be done.;" 
And by-and-by may you both meet. 
And cast your crowns at Jesus' feet ! 
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Sweet are the sacred joys of earth, 
Sweet are its many tender ties ; 

Sweet are its friendships, firm and true. 
Sweet are its cherished memories. 
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' Tifl sweet to hear affection's voice, 
To feel it thrilling through our soul ; 

To feel it chase away the gloom 
That sometimes o'er our spirits roll. 

' Tis sweet to see affection's eye 
Beaming with tenderness and love ; 

' Tis sweet to feel some hearts beat true 
For us wherever we may rove. 

' Tis sweet to call up, one by one. 
The hallowed scenes of bygone days ; 

' Tis sweet to think of joys to come, 
' Tis sweet to feel hope's cheering rays. 

' Tis sweet to meet with those we love, 

To listen to their welcome voice ; 
To see again the beaming smile. 

That oft has made our hearts rejoice. 

' Tis sweet to listen to the sound 
That ofttimes falls upon our ear ; 

To hear the music of the voice 

In strains melodious — sweet and clear. 

' Tis sweet to look upon this world, 
That God has made so bright and fair ; 

' Tis sweet to view the flowers that bloom, 
' Tis sweet to breathe the balmy air ! 

Oh, yes, the joys of earth are sweet. 
But they are transient, and must fade ; 

Be it thy lot, my friend, to seek 
The joys that bloom beyond the grave ! 
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Unlike the fleeting joys of time, 
Heaven's glories never fade away ; 

For in that bright celestial dime 
' Tis one •temal joyous day ! 

Unfading joys, undying friends, 
Unchanging glories tiiere abound ; 

And heavenly mi? sic charms the ear, 
Mingled with no discordant sound. 

There everlasting spring abides, 
And everlasting flowers bloom ; 

There no clouds gather o'er the skies, 
No sadness there, no grief or gloom. 

Then though the joys of earth are sweet, 
Yet we would seek the joys of heaven ; 

That there in glory we may meet. 
When earthly ties for aye are riven.* 
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Spring, spring, beautiful spring ! 

Clothing the earth in her rich robe of green ; 

All nature rejoices, we abo will wing. 

Welcome ! thrice welcome ! beautiful spring ! 

Beautiful spring ! beautiful spring ! 

With gladness we hail thee, beautiful spring ! 

* The above Linee were oompoeed, byrequeet, for a Lady Frienc 
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Beautiful spring I with thy sweet smelling flowers ! 
Beautiful spring ! with thy green leafy bowers ; 
Beautiful spring ! when Our Father's kind hand 
Scattereth sunshine all over our land. 
Beautiful spring ! beautiful spring ! 
With gladness we hail thee, beautiful spring ! 

Beautiful spring ! beautiful spring ! 

The trees and the woods with sweet melody ring 

With the song of the warblers, and they seem to sing 

Welcome ! thrice welcome ! beautiful spring ! 

Beautiful spring ! beautiful spring ! 

With gladness we hail thee, beautiful spring ! 

There is a land above the bright sun, 
Where spring is abiding. Eternal her song ! 
There flowers are blooming, and know no decay ; 
There pleasures are lasting, and ne'er pass away. 
Gkxi grant that at last we may mount up and sing 
Where for ever and ever 'tia beautiful spring 1 
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